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INVOCATION TO THE HARP OF ZION. 

Harp of the holy heart and hand, 

May I awake thy sacred tone, 
Far 'mid this wild and lonely land, 

Wliere many a martyr's moss-grey stone 
Remains in hallow'd light, to tell 

Where lone and low the ashes lie 
Of hearts that loved thy numbers well, 

And dared for thee to die. 
Exulting in the mortal pain 
Which they were ne'er to feel again ? 
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When Persecution's ruthless power 

Ungodly murderers sent abroad, 
These wilds, at midnight's deepest hour, 

Have heard those hymns sung out to God 
Which died away by Babel streams, 

Like wailings of the desert wind, 
When exiled hearts recalled the dreams 

Of homes far left behind. 
And scenes of Zion's holy hill. 
Where all thy echoes then were still. 

Thy strains were as eternal ties 

Of sympathy, which bound in one 
The souls of those that could despise 

All influence else below the sun ; 
And through these solitudes though far 

Their weary feet were doom'd to roam. 
Bright as the glory of a star 

Their hopes were pointed home 
To Him, who, o'er this scene of clay. 
Once wander d houselessly as they. 



INVOCATION TO THE HARP OF ZION. 

The hoary wing of ages hath 

Pass'd o'er this world of woe and crime, 
Since slept the holy Bards in death 

Who woke thy harmonies sublime ; 
But time, which sheds its darkness o'er 

The pride of all created things, 
Can never dim the heavenly lore 

Which melted from thy strings, 
Nor sever from immortal thought 
The wisdom that thy light has taught. 

Thine is a sun which cannot set— - 

A power whose influence cannot die ; 
The hand its cunning may forget. 

And stars grow dim amid the sky. 
But thou shalt to the soul be known, 

As that which can a charm impart, 
When all the earth-bom hopes of man 

Have faded from the heart — 
A treasure that shall bless him more 
Than all the wealth the world e'er bore. 
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'Twas thine to wake triumphal dirge 

O'er Egypt's ocean-buried band. 
And thine the lofty plaints to urge, 

Of him who dwelt in Uzz's land ; 
And it was thine to bear abroad 

That radiance of prophetic song. 
Which taught the love and truth of God 

The sons of men among ; 
And thine to pour, in Salem's halls, 
Those strains which every heart recalls. 

My early days have been upon 

The lonely mountains pass'd away ; 
But I hare other longings known. 

Than those that lire but to decay: 
And though I ne'er may trace that land 

Which gave thy sacred anthems birth, 
How were I bless'd to reach it, and 

To kneel upon its earth — 
That earth which holier feet hare trod, 
Than those that bore the Ark of God I 
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To share one drop of Hermon's dew, 

To pull one rose in Sharon's vale, 
And see the vines on Carmel's brow 

Spread their bright glories to the gale, 
I'd face the desert blast, which bids 

The homing sky be wrapt in gloom, 
Steer on through wind-rear'd pyramids. 

And brave the dread simoom. 
If Heaven but will'd to bear me o er 
The waves to Jordan's hallow'd shore. 

And though Engedi's caverns vast, 

Far by the lone and lifeless sea — 
The pilgrim's home in ages past — 

My destined dwelling-place should be, 
The lonely heart might have its meed, 

The soul its silent power of prayer; 
And if I may be bless'd indeed. 

Could Heaven not bless me there. 
And guard my orisons sublime. 
In regions of the hallow'd dime ? 
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Yet all is vain, but that Tvhich wakes 

The longings that can never die ; 
And mortals err, when will partakes 

Of aught that leads not to the sky. 
No feelings of unholy strife 

Can wrest the rod from reason's hand, 
And point to days of after life 

Within a promised land ; 
Else he who sleeps on Pisgah lone 
Had pass'd to goodly Lebanon. 

I've shared of hope like other men — 

I've known the joys which others kn^w ; 
And life has had its moments when 

Thorns but remain'd where roses grew : 
And he who recks of earthly fame. 

May live to find the charm depart, 
Or but the fading laurels claim 

To wreathe a wither'd heart. 
The charm, bless'd Lyre, that springs of thee. 
Shall live when time hath ceased to be. 
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And o*er thy chords though never more 

May fall that wonted light divine — 
Else how to wake their slumb'ring lore. 

Had e'er essay'd this hand of mine ?— * 
Yet shall my soul, with humble hope. 

Plead for a guiding star from Him, 
Who, though yon sky its orbs should drop. 

And all besides grow dim, 
Can o'er the spirit pour a ray 
More bright than nature's earliest day. 

The graves are green, and time is old, 

And each prophetic lip is dumb; 
But hours of heavenly peace, foretold, 

Are here, or coming, and will come ; 
And yet the eyes of sinful men 

Shall glow with love and lustre mild, 
And see the lion forth his den 

Led by a little child. 
Nor aught of evil break again. 
The tie of holy wisdom's chain. 
a2 
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But not of days, when words shall he 

The heart's deep trath alone — and sang 
In strains hless'd as the harmony 

Of Eden, when its howers were young, 
Thou now shalt sing ;-— 4ays when no gloom 

Shall nuir the sky's immortal hue. 
Spread o'er the flowera of endless hloom 

Along the vales of dew. 
Where weary hreezes die away, 
Sick with the firagrance of the day ; — 

But of the scenes of early time, 

Ere oceans Ararat had lash'd, 
By which the hlood-red prints of crime 

Were from the world's wide surface wash'd ;- 
And if my wand'ring lore recall 

One faded inmge £rom the past. 
The strains may not prove idle all 

To human hearts at last, 
While moved hy hope, with tremhling hand, 
I touch the Harp of Judah's Land. 



[ 11 ] 



INTRODUCTION. 

Come, then, thou holy Lyre— come to my heart — 

Thy tones shall fill the breesM of hill and glen ; 
For I will woo thy time-worn chords, apart 

From all the noisy homes of living men — 
When dawning, like the radiance of a dream, 
Steals softly o'er the scenes of vale and stream, 
And bright the sun, his jonmey to renew, 

Comes forth his chamber, in the sky afar. 
To melt the mist, and drink the drops of dew 

That fell beneath the bright-eyed evening star — 
When larks are np, and flocks far bleating still 
Are on their little pathwa3rs of the hill. 
Returning, with the noon-tide hours, to lie 
In pastures green the quiet waters by, 
111 bear thee to the shade of hawthorn grey. 
And wake thy numbers to the breeze of day. 
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Or when the shadows of the erening-tide 
Weave their grey mantle o'er the world so wide, 
And plovers sing, on moorlands far away, 
Their songs of sadness to the dying day. 
And chilly winds in fitful whispers creep 
Around the lone recesses of the steep, 
And dews fall deep upon the leaf and flower 
That clothe the hranches of the inland hower ; 
Still wandering lonely hy the stream or tree, 
My meditations shall remain with thee. 
Or seated by the fern-fringed mossy stone. 

Rent from the rocks so high above it piled, 
I'll wake anew thy solemn breathing tone, 

To charm the pilgrim wandering in the wild. 

And in those silent hours, when sleep comes o'er 

The sons of men, that urge their toils no more. 

When fancy owns a spirit unconfined, 

And travels o'er its regions, as the wind, 

The scenery of those ages to survey 

That from our ken so long have pass'd away. 
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The moorland harp, that proved my early skill. 

This fervid being may not all disown, 
But mingle with the varied anthems still 

A moral cadence with thy holier tone. 
As telling of the attributes of mind. 

Of form or air of those who lived to see 
The ruin that the waters left behind. 

When nations on the earth had ceased to be, 
Or how the omens of dismay began 
To speak the coming of the doom of man. 

Wild as the strife of midnight's starless hour. 
When winds are up, and demons urge their pow'r, 
A moral darkness bore its madd*ning sway 
O'er all of mind that stirr'd a form of clay ; 
And nought of earth by erring mortals trod. 
Wore any more a hallow'd trace of God. 

Mail'd in their guilt, and bent on ceaseless strife, 
The sons of men had left the ways of life. 
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Effacing still in deed or dark design, 
Each lingering tnut of all that was divine ; 
And loud the cries of misery and crime 
Were heard from ont the troubled realm of time. 

Since fell that date when first below the sun 
A brother's brow told what his arm had done, 
Full many a vital tide the dust had drench'd, 
Yet earth's deep-rooted thirst remained unquench'd ; 
And nature's robe of deeply-shaded green, 
Which never more shall be, and ne'er had been, 
So lovely, since the dawning of the hour 
That saw the birth of Sin in Eden's bower. 
The crime-wove characters now widely wore. 
That spoke of parted worth from shore to shore. 

The dead lay in the valleys — darkly slun 
In wildest struggles of inglorious pain, 
Sharing afor death's deep and awful rest 
Unum'd — ^unhallow'd as the spot they press'd : 
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Appalling sights were imaged on the view, 
And man's dark blood lay deeper than the dew 
Around the birth-place of the sicken'd flower, 
That shed no fragrance from the summer bower — 
Whence in dismay the birds, that sweetly sung 
Through days of earlier time, forsook their young, 
Loathing the aspect of the festering forms 
Which stayed the wanderings of the lazy worms, 
And gave the tainted breath of pale decay. 
The wings which bore it o'er the scene of day. 

There runs, methinks, through all immortal mind, 
A chain that vibrates, though it may not bind ; 
And when in heaven above or earth below, 
The causes come of powerful joy or woe. 
Its links will thrill from him of loftiest thought, 
Down through the range of being far remote, 
Awakening feelings of the deep distress. 
Or of emotions glowing but to bless. 
As sentiments of peace or pain may flow. 
And known to all, as each is form'd to know. 
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When this lone world and all its liring host 
The last fair smile of innocence had lost, 
And, in the hand of sin-enshrouded time, 
Trembled the fnll-crown'd cup of human crime, 
Long-suffering Mercy in the holy sky 
Dropt one deep tear of pity — and was dry : 
Then paused the angels in that song sublime 
Which wakes amid interminable time, 
And from the glowing fields of living light 
That never wore a shadow from the night. 
Surveyed afar on man's unbless'd abode. 
The scenes of guilt that grieved the heart of God : 
And when the secret council of the sky . 
Was spread in open light before their eye, 
And from Jehovah's will the thought went forth 
That told through heaven the destiny of earth. 
Emotion of inexplicable kind 
Trembled afar through all created mind. 

The sinful sons of men in homes below 
Own'd dark presentiments of coming woe. 
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As if had 'pear'd the shadow of the curse 

That hung, to deepen, o'er the universe 

The arm prepared to work the works of hell, 
Shorn of its power, in palsied frailty fell, 
And lips that wont so fiercely to dispute 
In words of blasphemy, grew pale and mute, 
As startled looks, with wilder'd meaning fraught. 
From heart to heart convey *d the sudden thought. 
That from some dread unalterable decree, 
Unwonted doom had been, or soon should be ; 
Even nature show'd a strange and wild dismay, 
As if her secret laws had roU'd astray* 

The azure sky, that scarce a doud had known 
Since first its glowing lamps in glory Aone — 
Since first, amid its airy regions hung. 
The morning stars in joy together sung. 
Began to mingle with its native blue 
A wildly sicken'd, melancholy hue, 
Pale as the light that tampers with the gloom 
Around the precincts of the whiten'd tomb. 
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When mom its earliest glimmering renews 
Athwart the wild weeds and the churchyard dews. 

Confdsion rose amid the realms of air. 

As if dark spirits, wildly passing there, 

Had with their wings a dread conmiotion made, 

That rolling whirlwinds round the world convey'd. 

Disturbing far o'er ocean-wave and isle 

Each lingering ray of nature's native smile. 

Tumultuous clouds again would cease to reel, 
Shrink back o'er heaven, tremble, and congeal ; 
Till all that scene, that wont to bring the day 
To awe-struck nations, doom'd to pass away, 
Seem'd still «nd black, as starless night may be 
Wove o'er the silence of a waveless sea. 

Behind the curtains of yon hollow gloom 
That mocks the deepest darkness of the tomb, 
The stillness breaks, as if, when mortals err'd, 
The Deity, unseen, himself had stirr'd. 
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And hark I the heavens in awful tones reveal 

The agonizing pangs they seem to feel. 

Shaking from whence the thunders had their hirth. 

The farthest atom of the quaking earth. 

Lo I where yon lighter shade the mass forsakes. 

How wildly hright the vivid lightning breaks, 

Like lip of spirit trembling through the gloom, 

Prepared to speak th' inevitable doom, 

That soon shaQ o'er astonish'd nature burst. 

And still the tumult of a world accursed I 

Man I what art thou ? or hast thou deem'd that He 
Who wove the heavens o'er the weltering s^ 
And, by the mandate of creative power. 
Sublimed the rock, and dyed the lowly flower, 
Dwells in a cold abstraction, far away 
From thee, and all the doings of thy day ? 
Canst thou believe that He, whom love divine 
Call'd from the bosom of his God and thine. 
With thee to sojourn in a life below, 
Joy in thy joy, and suffer in thy woe. 
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Bid sin and death's eternal empire cease. 

And woo thy spirit to a home of peace, 

Shall e'er nnmored from His high throne survey 

Thy heart returning, or thy steps astray ? 

Peace, peace to man. He said, my peace I give 

Not as the world, and he that hears shall live : 

And shall thy thoughts the power of reason win. 

To mould thy spirit to the deeds of sin ? 

Hold up thy pride to passion's fiery &n. 

Then pour thy malice on thy fellow-man, 

And not again the many wounds renew 

He deign'd to bear, that mankind's might be few ? 

Thus bartering, for the soul's unhallow'd war, 

That gracious peace He offers from afar 

To such as mock, and will not turn to Heaven, 

But sin the sins which may not be forgiven ! 

Where desolation, through the ages gone. 
Has held the mournful empire of her throne, 
Amid the wilderness, forlorn and grey. 
Froze by the night and wither'd by the day. 
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If there — ^yes, there, amid the endless ham, 
Cold fate should hid some weary wanderer come. 
And if his joyless eye might chance sunrey 
A scene, hy nature guarded from decay, 
Where 'neath the wind-worn difls, sublimely piled, 
The £ftir flower flourished by the fountain wild, 
How bless'd — ^how lorely were the freshness found. 
Amid the wide and howling wastes around I 
Yet fairer far, and fresher is the bloom. 
Of moral worth 'mid degradation's gloom ! 

There had been sorrowing for the sins of man 
In realms his mortal eye shall never scan ; 
And wild imaginations render'd still 
His arm the agent of an evil will, 
Led by the fiend who, erst in early time, 
Beguiled in Eden those who knew no crime, 
And when there woke throughout the homes below 
The deeds of malice, and the plaints of woe. 
Mingled with mirth and madness, — such affray 
As chased all silence from the world away. 
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The soul of Noah, bright in native worth, 
Shone as a star amid the storm of earth ; 
And he and his, with faith unswerving, trode 
The holy paths which lead to peace and God. 

Oft as the evening shed its dark array 

Deep o'er the footsteps of departing day. 

And pity sat on the untrodden dale, 

List'ning the voice of sorrow from the vale, 

Wild o*er the sage's soul would rise again 

The thoughts of sadness, or the pangs of pain ; 

And he to Heaven in humble guise would kneel, 

And pour his spirit's prayer in holy zeal. 

That yet the doom which threaten'd dread decay 

To all of earth below, might pass away. 

And mercy rise in its own hallow'd light. 

And bar the coming of a darker night, 

For evermore to shed its rays abroad. 

And light earth's guilty wanderers home to God. 
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And when the mom, from out its secret dime, 

Came stealing on along the scene of time, 

He to the sons of men would loudly cry — 

*< Oh, turn ye-^tum ye, wherefore will ye die ?-— 

Let man forsake his evil ways and lire. 

And yet the Grod of mercy may forgive— 

Let him whose mind is meditating now 

The evil deeds he waits but to avow. 

Call home, by thought, a feeling to the heart 

With which the laws of Heaven may claim a part, 

Humble his haughty spirit in the dust. 

And learn in God alone to place his trust. 

<< Oh, I have seen, in visions wild and dread, 
The awfiil things from other mortals hid ; 
Nor have these lips been silent through the past, 
In telling how the die of man was cast ; 
For o'er the doom that waits mankind below, 
My soul has sorrowed with a ceaseless woe. 
And pleaded vainly ever to restore 
The heart to Him it only should adore. 
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<< IVe mark'd how passion in the soul of man 
Hath marr'd the good which reason bids him plan — 
Tve seen how warnings from the mouth of God 
Stay'd not his steps upon the path he trode, 
Nor tum'd the wayward spirit to believe 
The words of Him who cannot e'er deceive. 

<< Oh, that my voice were as the thunder's peal. 
And fraught with power to make the nations feel 
The awful words, ere yet it be too late, 
Which tell the tidings of approaching fate — 
Would that my breath were as a living flame 
Announcing terror, with Jehovah's name I — 
Amid the wrath and ruin of the day 
That comes to sweep our guilty race away. 
When judgment, deepening from the throne above, 
Debars the mercy of returning love, 
To mar the vengeance that shall life assail. 
Oh, what shall all the power of man avail ? 
Shall he, in hope, lift up his mortal, eye. 
And mark unmoved the trouble of the sky ; 
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List from the wilderness the tempest's sweep, 
And brave the rolling of the rising deep ; 
Or see the fragments from the mountain rent, 
And mock the lightning o'er creation sent ; 
Hear through the heavens the awfiil thunders roll, 
And still retain that hardihood of soul. 
Which could from guilty terror prove a shield. 
While yet the arm of God was unreveal'd ? 

<^ The breeze is breathing o'er the valley still, 
And nature's light sleeps softly on the hill ; 
The vines and olives, waving fair and high, 

Their leaves and fruits, as wont, are putting forth, 
And gentle de\vs at eve and morning lie 

Upon the lowly flowerets of the earth ; 
The streams are murmuring on their wonted way, 
And birds sing sweet to welcome home the day ; 
But these shall change from all they've been before, 
And mortals look upon their charms no more ! 
Yet seven days — oh, yet but seven days, 

And forest boughs shall wave not in the wind, 
B 
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And all the living light of noontide's blaze 

Shall sleep unseen, the clouds of gloom behind ; 
The sun shall wrap him in a lurid shroud, 
And yield no beams save such as seem of blood ; 
The heavens shall tremble, and amid their frown, 
That shall as death upon the earth come down, 
The living things shall stalk, and wail in dread 
The coming wrath, which shall not be forbid. 
Since man is found, for all the warnings given. 
The unrepenting fool, and foe of Heaven. 

" Yet seven days — oh, yet but seven days. 
And man shall see not what he now surveys. 
For rolling waters, deep and unconfined. 

Their wonted caves of hollow night shall leave. 
And all the guilty hearts of humankind. 

Amid the mighty tumult, cease to heave I 
Yet seven days — oh, yet but seven days, 

And those that darkly grieve shall heave no sigh. 
And those that gaily sing receive no praise, 

Pour'd forth from playful lip or sparkling eye ; 
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But they shall know, ere yet the strife be o*er, 
That He who dwelleth in the Heavens high 

Sends justice forth, when mercy is no more, 
To hid the mirepenting sinner die !*' 

So spake the Patriarch of old 

In heaviness of heart and soul, 
Erewhile the flood which he foretold 

Had o'er the world begun to roll ; 
But guilty man, to folly prone. 
Refused his warnings still to own, 
Pursuing still his evil thought, 
'Mid all the awful changes wrought 
Since Noah, in the days gone by. 
Received the knowledge from the sky 
Of that wild deluge that away 
Should mankind from the world convey, 
If they refused to turn to Heaven, 
And plead with God to be forgiven. 
Thus many years away had pass'd— ^ 

The world was wam'd^-the Ark was built, 
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But mortal ways wore but a cast 
Of wilder, deeper^ darker guilt ; 

The strong the Weaker's blood had spilt 
By wood, and stream^ and lone abode, 

And none in holy worship knelt 
But he, and his, who walk'd with God ; 

And he had wam'd them vainly all 

Of judgments that should o'er them fall. 

They'd heard him warmly plead with Heaven 
That yet their sins might be forgiven. 
And seen him rear that wondrous dome 
Which Heaven appointed for his home, 
Yet only laugb'd his art to scorn, 

Or mock'd him when they gathered near. 
And said, though left by God forlorn. 

The noble had no cause to fear ; 
For stiU, though wonders had been wrought^ 
Their reason none had truly taught ; 
And vainly, had his words been spent 

Regarding all that thus he knew, 
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Since God no doom decided sent 

To prove his prophet true— 
" And if, thou favoured one of Heaven" — 

The wicked would in mock'ry say — 
<< If thou canst bid the sky be riven, 

And rocks, which gird the ocean grey. 
Or, with thy holy smile or frown, 
The everlasting hills throw down, 
And force the hidden waters forth 
To roll above the levelVd earth, 
Well may the lips of earth's great lords 
Confess the wisdom of thy words, 
And Time itself, when Time is old, 
Declare thy tidings truly told. 

<< But thou, and he whom thou hast fear'd, 
Have tampered with our doubts too long ; 

For know ye not, that we have rear'd 

The hopes which make our spirit strong ? — 

Our names shall live in bright renown 

When thine has to the dust gone down. 
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And thy memorial but shall be 
A watchword and a mockery — 
Even when our children, yet unborn, 
Shall name thy boasted skill with scorn, 
And say, as viewing thine abode-^ 
< What strange and mighty bark is this, 
Rear'd by the will and wit of God, 

That some might live his name to bless ?- 
The waves on which it should have sail'd 

Were never blown on by the breeze, 
And those far lands it should have hail'd, 

Ne'er lash*d but by their native seas : 
And this full well our Others knew, 
Erewhile they bade the world adieu !' 

<< Then cease to urge thy bootless lore. 
In which our souls can have no trust ; 

'Tis but the tale declared before 

The hearts of those were laid in dust, 

Who, thou hast said, should live and see 

The wondrous things that were to be. 
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Where now are idl the omens dread, 
That o'er the prostrate world were spread, 
When thou did'st say, amid the gloom 

Of thunders that o'er nature peal'd, 
That in the sky the awful doom 

Of earth, and all its host, was seal'd. 
If mankind, through their future days, 
Repented not their evil ways — 
What evils — and what ways are changed, 
Or hearts from manly mirth estranged ? 
Even since the warnings of that hour 
Which came with such resistless power. 
Have we not seen the sun as fair 

Shed radiance o'er the vales of bloom, 
And moonbeams, through the fields of air, 

Forbid the night to brood in gloom ? 
Have we not seen the rain and dew 

Their freshness to the earth convey. 
And greenness o'er the land renew 

As when the world was ydung and gay. 
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And heard the hirds as sweetly sing 
The welcome of returning spring ? 
And why, in haughtiness of heart, 
Wouldst thou unto our souls impart 
A vain belief, that thou alone 
Art fayour'd of the Holy One ? 
Or why, with pomp and pride elate, 

Wouldst thou the empty words recall, 
That told the tidings of a fate 

That never to our lot shall fall? 
Is it that thou mayst still be great. 

And proudly hold our hearts in thrall ?- 
The hearts that can alike decline 
The power and prayer of thee and thine ; 
For we will have no monarch vain 
O'er us to rise, and rule, and reign." 

Thus would th' unholy-hearted urge 
The mock'ry of their haughty pride, 

Though trembling on the awfiil verge 
Of death and desolation wide ; 
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And he, who long had vainly striven 
To teach on earth the ways of Heaven, 
With soul by griefs deep gloom o'ercast, 
Forbore his holy toil at last. 

Yet, ere the day of death had come, 
His lips of wisdom were not dumb. 
For often, when in fear he found 
His sons and daughters gathered round. 
He taught them in their lone abode. 
To place their hope and trust in God : 
And then, as still the power of pain 
Would gather round his heart again, 
His eye the bitter tear would shed, 
As, by prophetic vision led. 
He traced the flood, ere it began. 
And thus bewail'd the doom of man t 



b2 
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A SONG OF NOAH. 

FvE seen — IVe seen through all my years 
That peace ne'er dwelt in hearts unholy ; 

For fell remorse, and pain, and tears, 
Are still the fruits of vice and folly. 

The pangs of pain awhile may sleep, 

But wildly yet shall they awaken. 
And Crod shall boundless horrors heap 

O'er those that have his paths forsaken. 

The haughty have no eye to see 

How earthly glories shall be blighted ; 

Nor how this world of woe shall be 
Amid the gloom of death benighted. 

IVe wam'd our race of coming days. 
When heaven its wonted lights would darken ; 
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But, 'mid the evil of their ways. 

Their guilty hearts refused to hearken. 

Before the altar of our God 

In vain hath been my interceding, 
The cup of crime has overflow'd, 

And Heaven seems angry with my pleading. 

Man, and the works below the sun, 

Shall have no friendly hand to aid them ; 

For it repents the Holy One, 

And grieves his heart, that he hath made them. 

The wicked yet in guilt survive. 

And mock wliile judgments gather o'er them ; 
But God no more with man shall strive — 

The end of flesh is come before him. 

They would not turn to Heaven above. 
And keep its holy laws unbroken ; 
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They would not hear the voice of love, 

While yet the words of peace were spoken. 

Their ways have been the ways of sin, 
Their deeds the deeds of ruthless riot, 

And wisdom had no power to win 
The souls of men to dwell in quiet. 

But now the day of mercy flies 

With speed of pinion unabated, 
And death is treasured in the skies 

To mar the life of things created. 

And where shall be the evening hum—- 

The morning songs — ^the midnight slaughters, 

When o'er the lone creation come 
The heavings of the mighty waters ? 

Their rushing shall be louder than 
The people in the hours of gladness, 



SONGS OF THE ARK. 37 

And stronger than the heart of man 

When troubled by the strife of madness. 

For God shall still the voice of crime> 

And cheer this eye, now dim with weeping, 

When in the watery night of time 
The nations of the earth are sleeping. 

But ye, my daughters and my sons, 
Shall share that home in mercy given, 

When thus the. God of nature frowns 
Above the darkened brow of heaven. 

And ye shall hymn Jehovah's praise 

From hearts whose faith can never falter^ 

And heap with joy, in after days. 
The incense on his holy altar. 



Thus sung the chief, with solemn air, 
While wildly llow'd his hoary hair 
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Upon the win^ of fitful gale 

That rose and fluttered through the vale, 

Which he and his the while had sought 

To meditate in holy thought, 

And pour beneath the morning sun 

Their feelings to the Holy One. 

Apart from his forsaken home 

Was seen uprear'd that mighty dome 

That should ere long his dwelling be, 

When, in their wild immensity. 

The waters o'er the world should flow, 

And quench the life of all below. 

Enquiring crowds still gathered near 
To mock in mirth, or sigh in fear, 
Or wonder at the holy chi^f. 
Pondering, in his mysterious grief. 
With eye upon the earth cast down. 
Or lifted to the heaven above. 
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As o'er the sun tlie clonds were thrown, 

Or whirlwinds wild began to move, 
Sweeping across the changeful scene 
The foliage of the forest green : — 
For now the omens of dismay 
O'er heaven and earth, in prond array, 
Began, mid light and lurid gloom. 
To speak prophetic of the doom 
That soon should come, with power sublime, 
And wash away the guilt of Time. 

The voice of elemental war 

Spoke forth a language undefined, 

As round the wilderness afar 
It rose upon the rising wind. 

And mutter d still, as rolling on. 

Its tidings in a hollow tone, 

Or fill'd with accents wild and high 

The valleys of creation lone 

And concave of the bending sky. 
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Then, borne on wings of anxious flight, 

Through paths of changeful shade and light, 

The fowls of heaven, from realms remote, 

With speed of pinion swift as thought, 

Onward in thousands hurrying came. 

Alike the wilder and the tame. 

As if destruction, near behind. 

Pursued them wildly on the wind. 

And caused them urge their utmost power 

To save them in the evil hour : — 

Then reeling in a restless crowd 

Above the valley of the Ark, 
Their cries discordant waken'd loud. 
And densely, as the thunder-doud. 

The day as night they rendered dark, 
Save when, their changing wings between, 
Uncertain hues of light were seen 
Trembling on vale and mountain top. 

Like glimmerings by the moonbeam cast, 
When winds among the woods are up, 

And boughs are bending in the blast. — 
7 
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These came not only : — ^beasts that stray 
Far through the desert's trackless way, 
By forest dense, or mountain hoar, 

And never had, since first began 
The strife of nature, sought before 

The scenes that bore the trace of man, 
From den and cavern sallied forth. 
And sped them o'er the darken'd earth, 
In sullen plight still crowding on. 

Impelled by some mysterious law 
Proclaimed from out th* eternal throne. 
And understood by them alone. 

To bid them from their haunts withdraw. 
And seek a home, to be bestowed 
Upon them by the man of God ; 
While he, in all the council skill'd 

Of Him whose power could thus provide, 
Still working as Jehovah will'd. 

Took in the pairs of every tribe. 
That yet a remnant might remain 
To fill the earth with life again. 
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Yet ere he enter'd to the home 

That should him shield in eyil time, 
Amid the wonders of the gloom 

He tum'd to heaven in mood sublime ; 
And lifting up his voice on high 
To Him who dwells beyond the sky, 
With earnest tone and sacred air, 
Thus oflfer'd up his spirit's prayer : 



A SONG OF NOAH. 

Thou — ^thou who of life art the guardian and giver. 
Whose power can uphold when no arm can deliver, 
Shalt still be our stay, through the faith that we 

cherish. 
In the day when the hopes of the godless shall perish. 

Oh, how should it be, that the voice of thy warning 
Should vanish from man like a dream of the morning; 
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While the beasts of the desert before thee assemble, 
And mutely adore, when the solitudes tremble ? 

The sons of mankind, in their madness unholy, 
Have follow'd, regardless, the paths of their folly ; 
In all, but in deeds of destruction, unstable, 
Since the hour that earth blush'd with the life-blood 
of AbeL 

They heard not thy voice when its accents were milder. 
And fear*d not its power when its warnings grew 

wilder ; 
Nor now hath thy spirit in penitence found them, 
Though the omens of death and dismay are around 

thenu 

Even now to our spirits a sign hath been given. 
That speaks of the will and the wisdom of Heaven ; 
But though thy dread thunders a language have 

utter'd, 
That gathers the tribes o'er the wilderness scatter'd, 
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Yet the sons of mankind, in their wickedness ample, 
Have trampled thy laws, and again would them 

trample, 
While the strength of their natures, unhallow'd, 

might aid them 
In braving the power of the great God that made 

them. 

Like a star from the sky the swift eagle is gliding. 
And the fox hath come down from the cave of his 

hiding ; 
But the sinner, untamed, shall not share in their 

shelter 
From the waters that soon o*er creation shall welter. 

Oh yet, thou great Being ! unknown and unbounded. 
What flesh, in the day, shall remain unconfounded, 
When the breath of thy vengeance before thee is 

burning, 
And mercy no more o'er the nations returning ! 
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Thy wrath in the power of destraction is kindled. 
And nature before it to darkness has dwindled ; 
Yet spare thou the spirits that know not to measure 
The awful awards of thy holy displeasure I 

When all that is bright shall before thee have faded. 
Because of the curse that the earth hath pervaded ; 
When the blood of impenitent hearts shall be frozen, 
Thy mercy shall pass not from them thou hast chosen. 

And thus shall it be that the weak may delight thee, 
When darkness shall cover the soul of the mighty ; 
When the heart of the proud, 'mid the paths of his 

error. 
In the hour of thy coming shall tremble with terror. 

Oh, call from thy throne, and our spirits shall hear 

thee — 
And worship before thee — and love thee— and fear 

thee I 
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Nor render the cry of our prayer unavailing 

In the day when the dangers of death are assailing I . 

From the light of thy spirit, that mantles with glory 
The scene of eternity open before thee, 
Oh, shed thou a ray in our hour of misgiving, 
For thy wrath is abroad on the land of the living ! 



END OF PART FIRST. 
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What human thought can ever scan. 

Or lip of mortal ever tell 
Of all the wonders of the plan 
Of works, that Grod hath wrought for man 

In this dark world in which we dwell ? 
Can human reason rise and cUmh 
O'er scenes beyond the scene of time, 
And through illimitable space 
The wonders of the Godhead trace, 
Marking each law of awfiil kind 
That springs of uncreated Mind, 
And moves, or meets, or guards, or smooths 
The millions of eternal truths 

G 
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That emanate from Nature's tlirone, 
And fix the fates of worlds unknown ? 
Were man, even as he liveth now, 
Seated on heaven's sublimest brow. 
Where wand ring day- breeze never blew, 
Nof sunbeam dried the drops of dew. 
Even near the throne and high abode 
Of saints — of angels — and of God, 
Could he an eye of knowledge cast 
Down through the range of nature vast, 
Behold the works that stir sublime 
Throughout eternity and time, 
And knowing, say that all is right. 
From endless day to endless night ? 

What could he know of all surveyed. 
Beyond what God himself hath said-~ 
Beyond the tidings, sent to show 
His wisdom to a world below. 
Which, in its madness, since the first 
Has wander'd from His ways afar, 
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And borne, with energy accursed, 

Abroiul the pomp and pride of war, 
Defacing darkly, more and more. 
The glorious image that it bore ? — 
Or, could he, with his powers of soul. 
The restless elements control ; 
Say to the roaring deeps. Be dumb, 
Here come ye, and no farther come ; 
Bid planets in their orbits bum, 
And comets wander and return ; . 
And thus, 'mid works so wisely wrought, 
Teach to himself what is untaught, 
Would not his loftiest powers be found 
To melt to nothingness profound ? 

The law, most simple in its kind, 
That springs from out Eternal Mind, 
He fully comprehend might not 
Through an eternity of thought ; 
And when should he survey the whole 
Of space that rests, or worlds that roll ? 



52 «O^OS OF THE AAlC. 

What could he more, than there relate 
The words again, that << Grod is great ?" 
What conld he more, than seek, and trust 
The word of God, that « God is just ?" 

And yet, though man hath never been 
Beyond the range of earthly scene — 
Hath never roam'd, in airy flight, 
Beyond the realms of day and night, 
And cast his mortal eye abroad 
From footstool of the throne of €rod, 
His soul will rise, presomptnons still, 
And question the Eternal will 
In all the works which He hath done 
Below, or yet above, the sun — . 
Will ask, if God himself could be 
Eternal, ere eternity ; 
And if He thus might aye exist 

Through ages all, and if that He 
Could form a world, and then be bless'd 

To know its evil destiny P*^ 
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Poor shred of dust ! can he extend 
His knowledge to the aim aidd end 
Of Him, to whom all years convey 
No more than even a moment may, 
And whose idea is more vast 
Than all the future and the past-^ 
Whose presence, in its light, has gone 
Beyond all limits but its own, — . 
Where moon or star hath had no birth, 

Nor thing created found a home, 
Where thought has never ventured forth 

Nor wing of angel dared to roam ? 

Still man, that he may not be vile. 
Full fain would Heaven itself defile, 
Resting on it the awfiil blame 
For all his deeds of sin and shame. 
Averring that the crime was nought, 
Tha^t woe and death to mortals brought. 
But knows he not, that he was made 
In God's own image, pure and freCf 
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With but one law to be obey'd, 
That he might ask of Heaven the aid 

That should him keep in purity ? 
And knows he not, that Heaven declares 
Dread punishment to him who dares 
Presume ta set its laws at nought, 
In deed or feeling, word or thought ? 
For it hath said. No law of mine. 

Whatever it may to mortals seem, 
Is little, or is less divine 

Than is the greatest that may beam 
From out the Mind that sits on high, 
And rules the hosts of earth and sky. 

Frail man the paths of peace forewent, 
Ambitious of a higher sphere. 

And God the promised evils sent, 

Which evermore shall haunt him here : 
Then was his heart from Heaven estranged. 

And all the scene celestial changed : 
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Sin sat amid the blissful bowers, 

And breathed pollution o'er their flowers ; 

And Death, triumphant, raised on high 

His banner of the sable dye, 

Inwove with characters of vice, 

Above the fields of Paradise, 

And stalking proud]y> arm in arm 

With that dark Fiend who wrought the harm, 

Exulted o'er the mortal crime. 

Which broke the harmony of time ; — 

Bade man, through passions wild and strong, 

Reject the right and choose the wrong ;— 

Bade envy wake, and pain and strife, 

And all existence live on life. 

From man himself, of lordly form, 

Down to the murderer of the worm. 

Which, prowling o*er this scene of clay, 

Makes flesh its food and life its prey. 

Oh ! then had he, who once was pure, 
• Survey'd, in vision or in thought. 
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What yet kis o£Pspring must endure 

For that one deed of darkness wrought ; 
Even had he had the power to mark 
In day, when Noah sought the Ark, 
The mighty crowds that round it teem'd, 
And pray'd, or sorrow*d, or blasphemed, 
And rent their robes and tore their hair 
From their wild workings of despair, 
The agony of spirit felt 

Might well have melted down his heart. 
And made him plead, amid his guilt. 

That Heaven would bid his life depart, 
And free him of that fell remorse 
Which gave the point to Heaven's curse. 

The man, of moral worth sublime, 

Who with his race had walk'd with God, 

Forsook the earth of blood and crime. 
And enter'd to his new abode, 

With all. of living things that should 

Survive thei Waters of the Flood. 
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The beasts and birds still linger'd near^ 

Nor stood the people &r apart ; 
For now the strife of anxious fear 

Began to stir the boldest heart, 
And shake the firmness of its pride. 
With doubts of what might yet betide, 
Since Heaven's dread threat'nings of the past 
Might fall on humankind at last. 

The proud, in mystic thought around, 
Stood with their lips in silence bound, 
Nor deign'd for other lives to care. 
Nor for their own to breathe a prayer — 
The reckless lifted up their eye, 
And muttered curses 'gainst the Sky, 
And said, with feelings dark and strong, 
Their other awfol words among, 
That, if it had created man. 

And fear'd him when his name grew great. 
It thus might crush its noblest plan. 

And triumph o'er his mortal fate, 
c2 
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Since it might no way else control 

His lofty fame of arm and soul ; 

But they would still its power defy, 

Or, dying, would full nobly die. 

And then, the weak of heart would come, 

And in their mood of madden'd awe, 
Beseech blasphemers to be dumb, 

And from ungodly thoughts withdraw ; 
For now it was too plainly seen 
What man should be, and what he'd been ; 
And if high Heaven would shield them yet, 
Ere every ray of hope was set. 
Their future ways below the sun 
Should ne'er provoke the Holy One 
To give unwonted judgments birth, 
To sweep them from the face of earth. 

Frail woman, too, in wailing mood, 
With all her native charms subdued. 
Alike distressing and distress'd. 
To haughty man her prayer addressed, 
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Asking liege lord or paramour 
To shield her in the evil hour ; 
Till those, bewilder'd by her cries, 

That in such hour could nought avail, 
Tum'd round, as seeming to despise, 

Or, madden'd, bade her cease her wail ; 
For she was worse to list and see 
Than pain of death itself might be, 
Awak'ning thus a wild despair 
Beyond what human hearts might bear* 

Oh, it was more a scene of woe 
Than aught e'er felt in life below — 
A wildly dread, impassioned strife 
Of all the powers of human life. 
Commingled in one fierce afiPray 
Of fear, and madness, and dismay ; 
And in this lonely midnight hour. 

As if above the will's control, 
It flashes with resistless power 

Upon the mirror of the soul, 
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Before it bidding thus remain 

The crowded images of pain, 

Till even this trembling heart would seem 

To be of those that then did feel 
That agony, which was no dream, 

For fancy's wanderings to reveal ; 
But rest untold, with those who died 
Amidst the universal tide ! 

Nor did the strife of man alone 
Refuse in wonted bounds to keep, 

When heaven's windows wide were thrown, 
And all the fountains of the deep 

Were broken up, in that dread day 

When the barriers of the world gave way. 

The sun withdrew his redden'd glare 
Far 'mid the sicken'd fields of air ; 
The clouds were barr'd upon their path ; 
And, girded with the power of wrath, 
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The heayen a hue of horror wore> 
More dread than e'er it knew before, 
And o*er the world its awful frown 
In shades of tenfold depths sent down ; 
As if departing Nature's breath 
Around the region of her death 
Had gather'd to a marbled gloom^ 
To form her own eternal tomb. 

The elements, in restless war, 
RoU'd round creation wild and far ; 
And lightning from the thunder-shocks, 
Shore down the proud and loftier rocks, 
Making the solid mountains' plan 
Even quirer as the heart of man. 
Then beast and bird fled fast away 

To find some wild unwonted home 
In regions, where, in former day. 
The demons of the desert grey 

Might only haye the chance to roam — 
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For that same law whicli had them brought, 
Now changed, their swift departure taught ; 
While man, bewildered 'mid the gloom, 
Stood waiting for the coming doom. 
And saw around his head unfurFd 
The dread discordance of a world. 

Meanwhile, the man who walk'd with God 

In all the bliss -of holy fear, 
Secluded in his safe abode, 

With those who to his heart were dear. 
Unheeding, heard the thunders roll. 
And shake the world from pole to pole — 
Unheeding, heard the tempest's gfusts, 

As whirlwinds from the desert came, 
And fragments clattering from the clifts. 

As severed by the lightning's flame ; — 
His spirit's prayer was in the sky, 
And pleading with its God on high 
For heavenly mercy yet to those 
Who still had been his mortal foes ; 
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Nor dare we say its power was marrd, 
Or tum'd away from Heaven unheard ; 
For it was from the soul of such 
As utter prayers availing much, 
And in the book of life may be 
A record of eternity. 

Awak'ning from his mood sublime, 
He chose this hour of awful time 
To bid his children place their fidth, 
' And hope, and holy trust, in God, 
As that which could them shield from scathe, 

When nations melted 'neath his rod ; 
For they could see the dread array, 
Which Heaven had muster'd on the day 
In which, o'er paths by mortals trode, 
He came to shed his wrath abroad* 
Then, as the thunder's lengthen'd sound 
RoU'd far the firmament around. 
And, like the dose of battle-fray, 
In moaning murmurs died away i 
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And as the rains began to pour. 

As undiyided into drops, 
And the vast ocean's awful roar. 
In bursting from its wonted shore, 
Set the last seal of human hopes, 
In accents deep the holy man 
To pour his anthem thus began : 
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What heart shall be proud in this day of wild dread, 
When the rengeance of God o'er creation is spread ; 
When elements mingle in conflict sublime, 
And wailings of death crowd the regions of time ! 
Even now the strong barriers that girdled the deep 

Are broken, and in the great strength of their tone, 
The waves of destruction, unbounded in sweep,' 

Come rushing resistlessly on ; 
And far, to the difBs, and the caves of the stee}^, 

The nations of mankind for safety have flowA : 
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But who, 'mid this rain, a refuge shall reap, , 
But the favour'd of Heaven alone ? 

Oh ! mercy is gone, 

And the guilty must sleep ; 
And well may we bow to the Being who saves 
A residue thus from the wreck of the waves I 

We have seen when the hopes of our spirits were 

ealm 
As the morning of mist, or the evening of balm*-< 
When Nature, as Metjey, was meek in her smiley 
O'er the wide»spreading glories of ocean and isle ; 
But the ray is departed, and dismal and dark 

Is the power of her elements, rolling around 
The mountains of gloom, and the vale of our Ark, 

And the homes that the hopeless have found : 
But the eye of kind Heaven our dwelling shall mark, 

When our hearts in the shadows of sorrow are 
boimd. 
And lighten our souls with the ray of a spark. 

In the hope of eternity crovm'd ; 
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And our thoughts shall embark 

On our prayer's rising sound, 
When we bow ourselves down in the fear of that God 
Who shelters us thus in our wandering abode* 

What flesh shall not fail when the wrath of the Lord 
Is kindled, and burns in the breath of his word — 
When the sphere of creation, and all its arrays 
'Neath the power of his spirit is melting away ? 
Even now the wide windows of heaven on high 

Are open d, and, wrapt in the firmament's gloom 
Of darkness unbounded, the dread treasures lie 

Of this wild and this terrible doom : 
And when shall this gathering of waters be dry, 

And again over Nature's unsanctified tomb 
The soft falling light, as in days that are by. 

Invite the fair flowerets to bloom ? 
Oh I the dark hour is come. 
And destruction is nigh. 
And well may we worship the Being who hides 
A residue thus from the rush of the tides I 
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Oh I let not onr hearts be uplifted in pride^ 
Because of the arm that is strong on our side I 
Impure is our spirit, that worketh within, 
And too often hath led us in pathways of sin : 
'Tis the power of high Heaven, in mercy sent down 

With its wings for a covering, that only can save 
From the ruin of those that shall yet be overthrown 

In the tide of the merciless wave ; 
For its summit shall mingle with Heaven's dark frown. 

As its heavings the rocks of the wilderness lave, 
When the last ray of hope from the hearts shall 
have flown 

Of those on the mountains that rave : 
Oh I then let us crave. 
That Jehovah may crown 
The prayer of his chosen with tender regards. 
In this soul-trying day of his awfal awards I 

We dreamt, in our hope, that the guilty might live, 
Since God is forgiving, and waits to forgive ; 
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But the day of his long-sufp'ring mercy is past. 
And yengeance o'erhies the proud sinner at last : — 
A wailing, afar on the wild mountain tbps, 

Awakens, and loudly the foam-crested deep 
Lifts up the dread voice of its roaring, and eopes 

With those in their wildness that weep ; 
But man — ^guilty man — ^unavailingly opes 

The lips that compassion from Heaven would reap. 
For the arm of the Lord is outstretched, and it drop£ 

The curtain of death o'er his sleep. 
Oh I no bosom shall keep 
Its imsanctified hopes ; 
Then — ^then be our faith to Jehovah confined. 
Who can save us alone 'mid this wreck of mankind ! 



Surcharged, the sick and sullen sky,. 

And ocean's tide-o'erflowing caves. 
Strove which should most their stores supply 

In covering o'er the world with waves ; 



SONGS OF THE ARK. 69 

The elements, that had for aye 
Slept oahn and still beneath the sway 
Of Him who shi^ed them out at first, 
Unknown their ofi^pring tides had nursed, 
And, loosen'd 6n the world at length. 
Went forth rejoicing in their strength. 
The clouds around the welkin grim 
Lour'd awful o'er each mountain's brim, 
Giving a hue of horror birth 
Above the nations of the earth, 
As if, amid their hollow fall. 
They shadow'd forth creation's pall ; 
And showering o'er the scene below 

Their treasures from each murky fdd, 
The torrents fierce began their flow 

O'er precipice and cavern roll'd, 
And dashing white £Bur through the space 

That wore the shadows of the tomb. 
The eye, imcertain, could them trace 

Like spirits warring in the gloom, 
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As still from cliff and scaur they glanced^ 
From where the wilderness commenced. 
Bearing the soil, and momitain sands. 
Far downward to the lower lands :— 
There, meeting with the weightier sweep 
Of waters from the mighty deep, 
That rashing long each valley's track. 
Their piadden'd torrents tumbled hack, 
Which, in the wild commotion toss*d, 
Their aim and pnward courses lost. 
And foimd their wilder'd waters whirFd 
Far roimd the mountains of the world* 

Then rising high, and higher still, 
They scared the raven from the hill. 
Leaving no .safety, and no shield. 
Where erst the eagle wont to build. 
And drove, with deer and mountain goat. 

Away the manlier of our kind. 
To stations less from heaven remote. 

Than those that still they left behind ; 
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Willie, caught in dens and hollow caveS) 
Among the lashing of the waves. 
With creeping things that there abode, 

The beasts and birds that sought to hide, 
Were deep and wildly overflow'd, 

And choked 'mid darkness and the tide ; 
Yet bounding oft, as thus beset. 

The strong to other haunts would spring, 
And lions, by the leopards met. 
Would trample on the snake, and whet 

The fiery vengeance of his sting. 
That keener rage would still beget. 

And cau^e them close, and closer cling ; 
While still, the tides would overtake 

These prowlers in their war uncouth, 
And, bubbling in disturbance, break 

Above the growling of their mouth. 
And lay them, with their strife, asleep 
Below the heavings of the deep. 
No more to hear the voice of change 
Far borne o'er nature's goodly range. 
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And trace, as in the days gone by. 
Their wonted haunts below the sky. 

The deluge high, and higher ran, 
Triumphing o'er the step of man ; 
And bless'd were they who early fell 
Amid its high and heaving swell-^ 
TV^ho, in their hour of parting breath, 
Bore — only bore — ^the pang of death, 
Since there were scenes of anguish worse 
Than death's own unrelenting force I 
Oh, I could tell a tale of some 
Who there, ere all were overcome, 
Did fearful moods of mind display 
In coping with their last decay — 
Could tell of those, who, placed aloft. 

Still lifted up their voices high, 
And called to others, long and oft, 

To curse, like them, their God, and die : 
Of others, too, who, darkly proud. 

Amid this scene of awful change. 
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Displayed a spirit unsubdued 

Of deep insatiate revenge^ 
That bade them even now engage, 
Wild warfare with their foes to wage, 
And gain, what former time denied, 
Their rivals' death before they died : — 
And yet of one, who still in spite 

His eye up to the sky would turn, 
And take a wild and proud delight 

To laugh the power of Heaven to scorn ' 
For it, he said, could scarcely boast 
Much wisdom in its ways, at most, 
That thus could form a world, and when 
It loved no more the sons of men. 
Because they chose not to obey 
In full the dictates of its sway. 
Could neither disannul the cause. 

Nor mortal man from life dismiss 
Without o'ertuming nature's laws 
By calling forth a flood like this^ 
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Nor yet convey a wilder wrath, 

A fiercer and a dreader death : — 

And tell, that how, while thus he spoke, 

The lightning from the thunder hroke, 

And seem*d to pause, and, quivering, shine 

A moment o*er his forehead fair. 
As if a serpent sought to twine 

Its glittering wreaths around his hair, 
Then smote him, and the power that smote 
Melted his mortal form to nought. 
And I could tell, how rose the wail 
Of mingled voices, fierce, yet frail, 
Pleading, through feelings of despair, 
For needful aid that none could share ; 
And name the straggles, rude and wild. 
Of man and matron, maid and child. 
Begirt with all the waste profound 
Of mighty waters, rolling round, 
Which, rising still, seem'd still to mock 

The safety that they idly sought 
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On lofty steep and ledgy rock. 

Ere yet Destruction's hand had wrought 
That last wild work, which should efface 
These remnants of the human race. 

But I no more will seek to dwell 

On this — the dread decay of man ; 
Nor thought can ween, nor accent telly 

Of feelings, since my Song hegan, 
That scenes of pain have caused to start 
Athwart the region of the heart : 
For ere the soul of Bard may choose 
The image that his thought pursues, 
A thousand more are left hehind 
That erst were mirror d on the mind, 
And sympathy, of joy or woe, 
More deep than other hearts may know. 
Still weds him warmly to the theme, 

And he must hold and brightly see 
Such things as others may not deem 

Before his spirit e'er could be, 
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Awakeoing feelings that maintam 
The sway of pleasure or of pain, 
That, lorded o'er the powers of life, 

Thus hold the anxious soul in thrall. 
Till, roused sublimely by the strife, 

He sings, or leaves them — ^lost to all. 

The heart of man would rather feel 

Than feel not, though there pain should be 
Woke with the trembling tones that steal 

Along the chords of sympathy ; 
But I have loved not in my day 
To tell the tidings of dismay, 
Nor sing of aught but tender love. 
Of earth below, or heaven above ; 
And when I die,! would not have 

Me laid among the crowded dead, 
Where lazy worms may reach my grave. 

That have on other hearts been fed ; 
But far in churchyard, calm and lone. 
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Where winds blow sweet from moor and dale 
And at my head a mossy stone, 

And green turf from my natire vale 
Spread o'er me — set with daisies bright, 

Or else in embryo, should it be 
In winter, when comes on the night 

To hide this eye from all I see, 
That they may bloom above my sleep, 
And something like memorial keep 
Of life in death, till I awake, 

As still they tell, from year to year. 
To all who may the watchword take, 

That dust which yet shall live is here. 

1*11 have a dream when spring shall come, 

But not the haunts of man amid. 
Where sterner voice or rising hum 

May wake, the vision to forbid ; 
But 'mong the mountains far away 
That heard my song in early day. 
Ere yet I left the flock that stray'd 
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Through solitudes of hill and glen, 
And mountain harp, and crook, and plaid, 

To mingle with the sons of men : 
Where Time sits grey upon his throne, 

And Nature well her task fulfils 
Among her wildflowers, slumh'ring on 

The margins of the moorland rills ;— 
Where morning sheds its glory mild 
O'er dews that deck the uplands wild, 
And soft winds steal along the brake, 
The genii of our land to wake. 
When seraphs, in their gentle love, 
Cull roses from the bowers above, 
And strew them to empurple far 
The pathway of the coming star :— ^ 
There, lonely, when the evening dews 
Fall silent on the hawthorn boughs 
Aroimd me, and the floweret's bloom, 
O'ershaded by the gentle gloom. 
The long-loved scene shall o'er me cast 
A sacred pleasure from the past : — > 
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For thus I learn'd, in early day, 
At rising mom or evening grey, 
To leave the homes of men behind, 
And wake my hill-harp to the wind ; 
And still — oh, still, when in such hour 
I touch its chords in glen or bower^ 
My soul, forgetting earthly care, 

Shall all its early bliss retain, 
Led by the magic, as it were. 

Back to these days again ; 
And thus the hopes to life return. 
That ceased, alas I too soon to bum I 

As still the deepening deluge rose, 
The Ark began the earth to leave. 

And, like a thing of calm repose, 
Went as the waters will'd to heave ; 

And mountmg still, in solemn pride. 

It bore above the rising tide, 

And seem'd a charm of bliss to win, 
Even from its own majestic plan, 
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Because of all the life within, 
And household of the holy man. 

The wilder feelings. that they felt, 

Because of all the earth's decay, 
Ere long they in their home had dwelt, 

Seem'd from their souls to pass away ; 
And Hope began their thoughts to lead 
To future days of bright remede. 
And bade Oblivion kindly cast 
Her lonely shadows o*er the past ; 
While still their hearts that bliss could know, 
The loftiest in this life below. 
As often, in their calm abode, 

They would their gratitude declare. 
Mingling their souls before their God 

In all the sympathy of prayer ; 
Or listen, when by old or young 
The anthems of the Ark were sung. 
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A hundred summer suns serene 
The eagle eye of Shem had seen ; 
Powerful he was of form and mind 
As e'er was soul and form combined ; 
The powers of living grandeur were 
Even in his slightest mortal stir, 
While fancy, bright and unconfined, 
Shed glory endless round a mind 
That seem'd, even here below, to be 
From all of earthly bondage free, 
Pure as the light in which had moved 
Those things of beauty it so loved, 
And boundless in its aim and might 
As all the world of day and night. 
Like sunbeams on an evening cloiid 

His locks wild o'er his shoulders streamed, 
And radiance keen, and unsubdued^ 

From out his eye sublimely beam'd ; 
His heart was free, and true, and warm, 
And his bold language bore a charm 
d2 
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That could the heart from care control, 
Or ope the feelings of the soul 
To shed the sympathetic drop 
0*er things of sadness or of hope, — 
Could laughter to the lip restore, 

Or touch the mind with tender woe 
In such, even as would seem no more 

To feel for aught in life below. 
His soul was changeful in its mopd, 
But still its aim was all of good, 
And child of poverty or pain 
From him ne'er sought redress in vain ; 
For he seem'd more to mercy given 
Than all his fellows under heaven ; 
And he was holy in his mind. 
And great and solemnly resigned 
To every change, of pain and woe, 
That reach'd him through his life helow ; 
Each work, 'neath heaven, which he had wrought, 
Bore somjs impression of his thought, 
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Decided ; and of awful force 
As torrent on its mountain coarse, 
And as its sounding, deep and strong, 
He lifted up his voice in song. 



A SONG OF SHEM, 

The guilty are asleep, 

And have no eye to mark 
Athwart the tumult of the deep 

The wanderings of our Ark ; 
There is no human home but ours 

Beneath the pouring sky, 
And our path is up among its showers, 

And the couch where we shall lie 
Above earth's loftiest towns and towers 

A thousand cubits high t 

The voice of death remains, 
And mingles with the hum 
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Of the ceaseless rushing of the rains^ 

As down and down they come ; 
The mighty waters are a waste, 

And none can he our stay, 
But He, who earth's foundations placed. 

On the moming of the day 
When the glory of his presence chased 

Primeval night away. 

The lights of heaven are hid. 

As if in cloud-girt caves. 
Yet He shall he our guide amid 

This wilderness of waves. 
Who form'd the fair and lowly flowers 

Where now no tempests sweep. 
Far down among the wat'ry howers. 

Where the death-cold sinners sleep. 
Unconscious of the mighty powers 

And the welterings of the deep. 
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The winds withhold their breath 

In some realm of time unknown, 
And a wild and weighty wave of death 

O'er their wonted course hath gone ; 
But our heaving home shall not be damp, 

Since He our prayer hath heard, 
Who hung on heaven the day-bright lamp, 

When his awful spirit stirr'd 
Above Old Night's unbounded swamp 

Whence the world woke at his word* 

The omens that were seen, 

£re the waters came abroad, 
Far absent yet have never been 

From the memory's abode ; 
And still the spirit can recall 

How the scene of strife began, 
When the doomsday shadows in their fall 

Made the cheek, of Nature wan, 
And terror grew more strong than all 

The majesty of man. 
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The leaves forsook the tree, 

For the winds that bore along 
Had a tone of vengeance in the glee 

Of their awakening song ; 
Like frighten'd wild birds to the fens 

The tatter'd foliage flew, 
Or hung it on the withered stems 

On the valley's lawn that grew. 
Which bore the many-coloiir*d gems 

While yet the world was new* 

Beyond the lonely moor 

The weatherbeaten blooms, 
In wild array, lay scattered o'er 

The altars and the tombs 
Where our fathers worshipp'd God of old ; 

And there were voices lone 
That woke, and hollow tidings told 

Of the times of ages gone, 
As the reeling clouds round heaven roll'd, . 

And the mountun bla^t came on. 
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Then wildly woke the wail 

Of the lorn bird's latest lay, 
As from the wind-worn moorland dale 

It bore itself away ; 
The crowded hues of heaven were swarth 

0*er the world below that hung, 
And the dark robe down upon the earth 

From Time's cold hand was flung, 
To swathe Destruction, when its birth 

By the deluge should be sung. 

Our flocks sought not the heights 

Of the mountains near the sky, 
Where wont were they, through the dewy nights 

Of the summer moons, to lie ; 
But, in the cave and torrent*s scaur, 

They stood, with shivering frame. 
Lifting their eyelids, when afar 

The bark of foxes came, 
From scenes where wild winds ever war. 

And nought of all is tame« 
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When the rains drew on apace^ 

The cloads grew darker still, 
For the day conrey'd of light no trace 

O'er the valley nor the hill ; 
No star of mom and eve shone out, 

And no moon came on her way. 
And tlie heaven itself appear'd in doubt 

If it e*er should bring a ray 
Again the gathered gloom to rout 

On this world of man's decay. 

I think me of the light 

That was lovely on the flowers, 
When the young birds took their summer flight 

From their conches in the bowers ; 
But long and lorn would seem the hope 

Ere our souls the days shall see. 
When the evening skies shall hang a drop 

On each grass-pile on the lea, 
And the lilies of the vale shall ope 

Their bosoms to the bee« 
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The land was full of crime, 

And the waters of the flood, 
Thus heaving round our home sublime, 

Are mingled with the blood 
Of the fallen nations of the earth ; 

And it is dread to know 
How God repents him of the birth 

Of this world of sin below, 
And quenches thus the works brought forth 

In such glory long ago. 

But sin and shame shall not 

Before his eye remain. 
Though he melt all worlds to wash the blot 

But the world that wo^e the stain ; 
'Twas here below that, wide and rife, 

Corruption's seeds were sown 
By .those, wko gave the peace of life 

For the curse of that renown 
Which hath, with them and all their strife^ 

Alike to death gone down. 
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In time — in time there's nought 

That shall not hrook control, 
But the strong and undecaying thought 

Of man's immortal soul ; 
Even change itself shall darkly cease^ 

And the things that still have been 
The makers of our pain or peace, 

Shall dance not o*er the scene, 
Where'er the woes of man increase, 

Or the graves shall yet grow green. 

And long may be our rest 

Ere the glowing sun grow chill, 
And death, forsaking man's cold breast, 

Bid the famish'd worm lie still ; 
But the hosts of heaven beheld at last 

That time they waited for, 
Through — it might be— through ages past 

Of the eternity before, 
When the young creation up was cast 

From the gloom which Nothing wore. 
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And 80, the time will come 

When death shall have no reign. 
But the eye awaken from the gloom, 

And the heart grow warm again : — 
When the world shall have its airy joy 

By its mirth and music led, 
And the souls of holy men shall sigh 

In their sorrowings for the dead, 
Who hy the day-spring from on high 

In vain were yisited. 

But God for ever thus 

Shall leave us not to dwell, 
Where all below is lost but us 

In this shoreless ocean's swell ; 
For yet the winds away shall chase 

The wild waves with their foam, 
And we, with cheerful heart and face. 

O'er a new-bom world shall roam. 
When the earth shall be our dwelling-place^ 

And the sky of heaven our home 
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And we will trust in Him 

While tbus the deluge rolls. 
And the wave-worn firmament grows dim 

As death before our souls ; 
For He shall come with awful might. 

And the tumblings of the tide, 
And the curtains of our starless night, 

No longer shall abide, 
When He lifteth up his spirit's light 

O'er the world of waters wide. 



Japheth had dreamt in joy and pain. 
And waked, and slept, and waked again, 
And he arose not from his rest 
Till Noah's household had addressed 
Their prayers of morning to the throne 
Of heaven's most high and Holy One. 

They mark'd his eye and troubled air. 
And soothed him with a gentle care ; 
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For well they knew how ill his heart 
Was fittQd for the painful part. 
Which each to hear had destined heen 
Throughout the late unhounded scene 
Of death, and suffering', and dismay, 
When guilty nations pass'd away ; 
But long did they essay in vain 

The secret of his woe to reap, 
While still he sigh'd, and sigh'd again. 

Like one in sorrow melted deep. 

Yet though his feelings, warm and strong. 
Would often thus such moods prolong, 
Devoid of selfishness and fear. 
His heart was tender and sincere ; 
And from each word, and look, and thought. 
His anxious soul impressions caught. 
Deep as they may to woman prove, 
When words and looks are all of love. 
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Even from his hours of earliest life. 
His mind had loved no scene of strife^ 
But, calm and silent in its mood, 
He woo'd the sweets of solitude ; 
And, 'mid a pathos warm and deep^ 
Seem'd from the things of time to reap 
A portion of existence strange. 
That own'd no limit to its range* 
But lavished forth, in joy or woe, 
O'er all that heart may guess or know^ 
Still, in his soul's uncertain cast, 
Mingling the future with the past. 
Till all his life would often seem 
A wayward and a wilder'd dream ; 
And she, who claim'd his fondest love. 
Could but his lonely mood remove. 
Restoring, by her matchless art, 
The brighter sunshine of the heart. 

Yet was his spirit's worth sublime. 
Even shrinking from the shade of crime 
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And high his sense of feeling glow'd. 
In love to man, and fear to God, 
While wisdom of prophetic kind 
Fall oft seem'd wandering round his mind. 

His voice was calm and soft of tone, 
As echo from the desert lone, 
As thus, with air and look serene. 
He sung of scenes that he had seen : 



A VISION OF JAPHETH. 

Ix a dream, which was mine, of the Holiest One, 
I was borne to a region beyond the bright sun, 
Whose light and whose dew seem*d to fall from no 

sky. 
Where the breeze aye is bland, and the flowers never 

die — 
Where all hath no taint of decay or of blame. 
And the lone falling shadow of night never came. 
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I strove to look forth o'er the region of light, 
But there 'pear'd a bless'd dome of a radiance more 

bright 
Than the stars of our hearen might form, were they 

run 
All into one drop, and their ray only one ; 
My glances were smote with a sudden decay, 
And this trembling spirit seem'd melting away. 

Yet, I there saw the myriads of beings whose frame 
Conveyed nought of shadow to aught where they 

came; 
And myriads again, o'er their harps still that hung. 
While a hymn, almost softer than silence, was sung. 
And died, like the echo of lands far away. 
As they bow'd to the dome that was brighter than 

they. 

Then again woke a song, all unbounded in swell 
Beyond what the language of mortal may tell, 

7 
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That 8eem*d o'er the region of radiance to roll, 
And float, like the waves of a sea, oW my soul, 
Till deeply in bliss was my being o*erthrown, 
And awe and remembrance all faded and gone. 

Yet then — even then, there, in strangeness, wa» 

wrought 
A change in the scene, and my dream, and my 

thought ; 
And changed seem'd the anthem that gave me to bear 
A bliss that grew painful — that grew to despair, 
And drove me away to the regions that led 
Through the shadows of death, in a land of the dead* 

I saw the shrunk serpents, from dens cold and damp, 
Crawl forward to die round the glowworm's pale 

lamp; 
And I heard o'er a wilderness, doleful and lone. 
The rush of the far-travell'd blast coming on ; 

£ 
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And there rose a low moaning among the dark cavee. 
Like the moaning of men that had woke in their 
graves. 

A horror of darkness came down on my soul, 
And I utter'd the plaints that I might not control. 
As I pray'd to the God of my fathers, that I, 
In that hour of unmingled affliction, might die ; 
For death has no pang, though it ne'er should he o*er, 
So deep as the pain in that hour which I bore. 

Yet then I beheld, in that heaven afar, 

A form that rose bright as the eye of a star, 

And onward it bore to the desert of death. 

On the wings of the radiance, abroad on its path ; 

While round me a halo of glory there grew. 

More fair than the mom on the mountains of dew. 

<< Arise, yet arise, and be thou of good trust," 
It said, as I bow'd me low down in the dust ; 
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«* Of His own eternity, hidden from thee, 
God man hath created, an image to he." 
And yet while my soul in confusion was toss'd, 
The form I heheld with its glory was lost. 

I knew not the words, but the weight of dismay 
From the stir of my spirit was lifted away — 
I knew not the words, and what mortal may know, 
Through these, all the years of his travail below ? 
But the shadows may fly, and the time yet may come. 
When the lips of the righteous no more shall be dumb. 

I knew not the words — awhile I woke, and I found 
Our home thus afloat on the waters profound ; 
But the sounds and the scenes may not pass from 

this heart 
Till its being shall fail, and its breathing depart ; 
And, oh I to the set of our life's latest sun, 
Let us worship the High and the Holiest One I 



100 SONGS OP THE ARK, 

It is He Trho can shed, though the sky be in gloom' 
As deep as the darkness that broods o'er the tomb, 
From the light of his mercy, a radiance divine, 
O'er the spirit of hope and of meekness to shine ; 
And there is no light like the light of the ray. 
That shines on our being by night and by day. 

And if there were not in this cold world below, 
A hope far beyond all that time can bestow, 
What heart might survive 'mid the sorrows and pain. 
That pass and return, and return still again. 
To banish the peace of the withering heart. 
In forcing the fond and the faithful to part ? 

When the strength shall have fail'd, and the lifetime 

of man 
Shall have come to the limit which borders its span, 
And all that has bound him to life here below. 
Shall pass from his thought, and from death, and 

from woe, 
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The light of his spirit shall still be alone, 
A ray from the High and the Holiest One. 

Oh I then, let the soul, that in peace would remain, 
Depart from the thoughts that are wayward and vain, 
And turn to the God of salvation, who brings 
An offer of rest 'neath the shade of his wings, 
Where being shall fail not, nor mercy decay, 
Though creation itself should be melted away t 



Aye since the hour they sought the Ark, 
Disquietude, from feelings dark. 
Like whirlwind lurking mid the calm, 
Had stirred around the heart of Ham ; 
And, cheerless in his mood and air. 
He sought the peace he might not share, 
Nor even ^dth himself could guess 
The reason of his dark distress* 
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His faith could scarcely bid him see 
How brighter days again could be, — 
How o*er such wreck and ruin vast 
The rays of hope could dawn at last ; 
And troubles of a restless mind, 

That still was such, when all was free, 
When thus by darker fate confined. 
Forbade bis heart to be resigned. 

For he was form'd most fearfully. 

A nameless and uncertain plight 

In him had often marr'd delight. 

And left him joyless mid a life 

Tbat brought to him nor peace nor strife ; 

Wbile he from scene to scene would range 

Intent alone on endless change. 

Nor knew, from feeling nor from thought, 

Why he such scenes of change had sought. 

Even tbat which most he'd long to claim, 

Stirring his soul to ardent aim^ 
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Would be but for a while possessed 

To make his being more unbless'd ; 

For though the charm seem*d all destroyed 

The moment that it was enjoy'd. 

Yet, soon as it had pass'd away. 

His spirit would in secret say, 

That it had lost a treasure more 

Than all in life that lay before ; 

And thus his hope and longing cast 

Less to the future than the past, 

Still waywardly o'er joys would yearn 

That were not, and could ne'er return. 

His father, from his early youth, 
Had led him in the ways of truth, 
Nor yet had aught had power to win 
His soul to live in open sin ; 
But he no virtuous aim would make 
At aught of virtue for its sake. 
And he no hope decided built 
On aught of goodness or of guilt. 
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But carelesli what to right or wrong- 
Might still essentially belong, 
His soul no cberish'd worth possessed 
To make him, and to keep him, ble8s*d. 

Time hath its treasures — treasures which 
Can still the mind of man bewitch ; 

But man the treasures ne'er shall see 
That him shall render truly rich 

And truly great, but such as he 

Can carry to eternity, 
To live, while still its ages roll, 
Around the glories of the soul : 
And Ham seem*d nought of all to share 
Which we are told is cherish'd there ; 
He grasped at all below the sun. 
And yet no prize was ever won. 
For he his inward self forsook. 
And seem'd on outward things to look 
For bliss, which man shall only find 
Amid the treasures of the mind. 
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Of); through the long and lonesome day 
He heedlessly would onward stray^ 
Not that his soul would reap from thought 
The charms which mortals ever ought, 
But that his stir might cheat the weight 
That else had left him desolate* 
And he with hurried step would climb 
The scen'ry, awful and sublime. 
Where waterfalls would foaming flow 
Down to unfathom'd gulfs below, 
And sit on cliffs that seem'd to rest 
Their barren brows on heaven's breast, 
In hoary grandeur bending o'er 

The bosom of the hollow vale, 
Where ravens young refused to soar, 

And scarce the eagle dared to sail — 
Filling the hearts with wild dismay 
Of those who marked him far away« 

His soul a dark suspicion knew 
For hono^rs that he deem'd his due ; 
e2 
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And still, despiteful of the worth 
Which other minds might shadow forth. 
He watch'd each sentiment and look 
With keenness more than man could brook. 
And often, in his apt distrust, 
Discovered feelings of disgust 
That woke, in those that might him spy, 
A pain, they knew not how or why. 

And though he would no toil endure, 
Esteem from others to secure. 
His soul an endless longing knew 
For praise, alone to merit due ; 
And often when the worthless would 
Afford it him to cheer his mood. 
His soul would seem to feel a charm 
Beyond all reason wildly warm. 
While he would mighty things declare 
With accents of an holy air ; 
Then, like the bow too boldly bent, 
His power .was soon and rashly spent ; 
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And, thus relax'd, he farther show'd 
Nor sense of love to man or God. 

The scenes of deep and dread distress 
He'd lately seen on mortals press, 
Had seem'd to teach his wayward mind 
To cherish feelings more refined ; 
And, struggling with that inward strife 
Which darkly came to haunt his life, 
He sung a lay of holier cast 
Than oft he'd waken'd in the past. 



A SONG OF HAM. 

I LOVE not this, as I have loved 

To wander in the open day, 
Bless'd with the freedom that we proved 

In moments pass'd away. 
When still, the bright green boughs among, 
The songsters swell'd the voice of song-^ 
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And still the warm nndoaded heart 

Was thoughts of love and faith unfolding, 

That seem'd to rise, and hear a part 
With Nature, in her glory holding 

A festival, that filled with mirth 

The hanquet-hall of sky and earth. 

I love not this — ^though even now, 

Amid this lonely scene of waves, 
Our souls to God shall hreathe their vow, 

And bless the hand that saves ; 
Yet, yet how bless'd we were to be 
Upon the mountains of the free I 
For it was sweet to see the mom 

Come forth his chamber glowing gaily, 
And sweet to mark the moon return 

With all her stars, above the valley, 
And hold through night her silent reign 
O'er those that slept to wake again. 
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Then was the glow of fancy bright, 

And all was fair, and all was free, 
And mortals had a deep delight 
' Upon the earth to be ; 
Then was there music in the stream 
That lived around us, like a dream, — 
Then were there treasures in the vale. 

And glories to the mountains given. 
That bade us lift our hearts, and hail 

With hallow'd thoughts each gift of Heaven, 
In goodness round our dwellings set. 
And mercy unforgotten yet. 

The thought hath made my spirit grieve. 
To think how man is prone to sin. 

And how that mortal Fiend can weave 
The web of death within ; 

Where are the hearts that beat so high. 

The playful lip and sparkling eye. 

And songs that lived upon the breath 
Of Adam's glowing sons and daughters ? 
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Are they not in the night of death, 

And stir hut with the stirring waters. 
Where dawning of no future day 
Shall wake them from their cold decay ? 

And if the time may ever come 

When space to hreathe in there shall he, 
The lips of man may well he dumh 

At sights that he shall see ; 
Lash'd hy this dull and dreadful deep. 
The world shall in a covering sleep 
Of festering forms and swampy mud. 

The face of all the earth entomhing, 
And every tree that hore its hud, 

And every flower that once was hlooming. 
Shall have no place helow the sky 
To charm the sense, or lure the eye. 

Inglorious in her rohe of crime. 

No laurel Nature's hrow shall wreathe, 
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When she shall o'er the wastes of time • 

A dense pollution breathe ; 
And where shall be the dwellings then 
For us, the last of living men ? 
And where the gardens for our good, 

And gates to guard our lives from terror ? 
Ah I more there is than understood 

In all this wild and endless error, 
That keeps our forms imprisoned here. 
Devoid of all that once could cheer. 

Above the waters of the flood 

The sun, in glory bright, may be, 
And stars the firmament bestud 

To light a shoreless sea ; 
Yet better were it had they shone 
On native ancient Night alone. 
Than o'er this ocean, heaving dread, 

Been thus a wasted radiance giving, 
To mock the slumber of the dead. 

And nurse the anguish of the living. 



112 SONOS OF THE ARK* 

As eye and thought their e£Port8 stretch 
To gain the rays they cannot reach* 

I love not this — and would our Ark, 

That sleeps so sluggish on the tide, 
Had heen a light and little bark 

• To skim the waters wide I 
And though, or near or far remote. 
It to no 9hore were ever brought, 
Still were it bliss away to fly 

From sea to sea sublimely dashing. 
And brave the waves that be on high 

The brow ftnd breast of heaven lashing,- 
Away o'er deserts uncontroll'd, 
And rocks and hills that were of old. 

But, loaded with a reptile host 

Of creeping things, uncouth and cold, 

These waves a noble strength may boast 
If they our home uphold. 
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What good is it for mortal men 
To build the sniake a gopher den 
Against a future day, as if 

They for themselves a foe were arming, 
That then may turn an ear full deaf 

To all the wisdom of their charming. 
And leave ingratitude to bring 
A deadlier poison with his sting ? 

My father's prayer is in the sky— 

The promise of our Crod is bere ; 
And this is all that forms the tie 

Of human hope and fear. 
Would that I were, in peace or pain, 
Upon the solid world again I — 
Would that I were where erst our tree 

Was far and green its boughs extending, 
'Mid light — pure as the light may be 

That sleeps o'er ages never-ending— 
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Bidding the changeful shadows play 
In breezes of the noon of day I 

A darkness dwells upon my soul, 

And wild the madden'd heart is toss'd, 
Thus fetter'd by a stem control 

Where all of good is lost ; 
Where all the past, still unforgot, 
Gnaws like a worm, and dieth not ; 
And memory, from the days of light, 

Brings btack the shades of vanished treasures. 
Which, gathered o'er us, form a night 

Which mind of mortal vainly measures. 
Enshrouding in its boundless space 
This renmant of the human race. 

Yet I will calm my spirit's thought, 

And fix its faith on heaven still. 
Nor question thus the changes wrought 

By the Eternal will ; 
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We might have heen with those who were 
Left in their own wild ways to err, — 
We might have heen with them who sleep 

Far down amid the deep for ever, 
No more the love of those to reap, 

The very thought with whom to sever 
Is worse than death, and well might steel 
This heart 'gainst all that now I feel I 

Then let us land the Holy One 

For all the hlessings that have heen 
Bestowed upon us, 'neath the sun. 

By guardian hands unseen ; 
The light which guided through the past 
May haply bring to bliss at last. 
For yet this deep unbounded gloom 

May from the things of time be parted, 
And. mercy, in its moment, come 

To cheer again the weary-hearted, 
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And into grateful ardour fan 
The feelings of the soul of man. 



END OP PART SECOND. 



SONGS OF THE ARK. 



PART THIRD. 



SONGS OF THE ARK. 



The wife of Noah once was fair 

And lovely all, in form and air, 

As aught e'er seen hy mortal eye 

Dwelling in life helow the sky ; 

And though long years had wander*d o'er 

That brighter bloom her beauty wore, 

Leaving those shades of soft decay 

Which tell how beauty fades away, 

Still lived there, in her face and form, 

The residue of many a charm, 

That well could teach the soul to guess 

The power of all the loveliness 

Which Nature's lavish hand had flung 

Around her when her life was young. 
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Her eye and features well combined 
To speak that loftiness of mind, 
Which prompted to those deeds of worth 
Which made her great and good on earth ; , 
And intellectual glory threw 
Around her being, ever new, 
With all the varying splendours fraught 
That beam so bright in female thought, 
Rendering the hearts of mortals bless'd 
When cherish*d so, and so possessed : 
And, with these heavenly powers of mind. 
She own*d a bosom warm and kind, 
Wherein, enshrined in living light. 
One feeling evermore was bright. 
And gave a glory to her mood— • 
The consciousness of purpose good, 
In all that she might speed or plan 
Through this, the pilgrimage of man ; 
That one like her, and one alone. 
On earth this soul hath only known ; — 
7 
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Even slie whose mourned and early fall 
Brought tear-drops from the hearts of all, 
Alike of all the world approved, 
So pure, so lovely, and beloved, — 
She who is now no longer seen 
Wandering among the woodlands green, 
Where high yon Forest hills are piled 
Around her palace of the wild ; 
Where waters sweep the greenwood vale. 
That long may well her loss bewail. 
Telling how Heaven in her combined 
An earthly form and angel's mind. 

Through years, ere yet had come the day 
That swept our guilty race away, 
The weary and the weak would share 
Of Noah's wife that tender care, 
Which had such power in rendering less 
The pangs of sorrow and distress ; 
For she, with high, yet humble thought, 
The dwellings of the lowly sought, 
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And with her presence chased away 
The darksome woes of night and day ; 
Rendering the plaints of sufPering dumh, 
As if an angel there had come. 
With power to bid each pain depart 
That linger'd round the human heart. 

Her goodness could the worthless awe. 
And make them from their strife withdraw ; 
For, oft as she would be surveyed, 
TVand'ring by vale, or lawn, or shade^ 
The brawlers would their e£Ports cease 
That she might pass the place in peace, 
Fearing that it might bring her woe 
Their ways to see, or quarrels know, 
And call from her reproof or prayer, 
Which hearts unholy might not bear. 

Yet many a wild and woful scene 
Had imaged on her spirit been ; 
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For she, unlike to those that feel, 
And still in words and sighs reveal 
Their tender sentimental grief, 
Yet do no deeds to yield relief, 
Still summoned duty to her aid, • 
And efforts more than woman's made, 
Braving the sufiPering and dismay 
That turn pathetic hearts away, 
That she might chase the ills of those 
That here the pang of mortal woes, 
By power, that oft seem*d to her given 
Even from the immediate hand of Heaven. 

Oh, what are all the charms of earth. 
If hallow'd not hy heavenly worth ? 
What means the eye that hright may glow. 
The cheek of smiles, or brow of snow ; 
And what the brightest robes that shine. 
To render form and air divine. 
If that perfection claim no part 
In issues of the soul and heart. 
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Which shall not die when night and day, 
And time itself, shall fade away ? 

The wife of Noah, pure and kind, 
Had sigh'd; with anxious heart and mind. 
O'er all the scenes of death and woe 
Which fell to guilty man helow, 
Ere yet the waters, heaving wild, 
Had living things from earth exiled ; 
But from each deed that she had done 
Her heart a secret charm had won, 
That else the world could not convey, 
And time could never take away : 
And thus there glow'd around her mind, 
A ray immortal and refined. 
Lifting her heart and hopes on high 
To woo a sanction from the sky, 
For every aim her heing own'd 
In shedding peace and joy around. 
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Even in her years of earliest youth, 
High glow'd her sense of love and truth, 
And through her earthly pilgrimage, 
Her spirit would a warfare wage 
With deeds of ardour, unimpair'd, 
Their sacredness and rights to guard, 
As striving still to banish woe. 
And guilt, and shame, from earth below ; 
Yet many a scene her memory throng'd, 

Where she, with pain, was doom'd to see 
How truth and innocence were wrong*d. 

As they have been, and still will be ; 
And she would thus the tales impart^ 
To entertain and teach the heart. 



A SONG OF THE WIFE OF NOAH. 

Ere yqt o'er the earth the wild waters had roll'd 
The tide, of their measureless sea, 
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The tale of young Lelah in sadness was told 
'Neath the shade of our sycamore-tree. 

'Twas said, that the light of her looks was as Mr 

As the dawn on the valleys of dew ; 
The pearls were bright in her long raven hair^ 

And her young heart was holy and true. 

The faith that she bore to the youth whom she loved, 
No time and no changes could tame ; 

And tender and deep were the joys that they proved, 
Till the hour that the dark spoiler came« 

He heard of the fame of young Lelah afar. 
And swore, by his hope 'neath the sun, 

That his efforts should cease not, in peace or in war. 
Till the love of fair Lelah was won : 

For fierce was his soul as the awful simoom^ 
In the day when its breath is abroad ; 
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His spirit was dark as the wilderness' gloom, 
And his heart had forgotten its God. 

Yet calm did he seem when he came to her home^ 

Adown by the stream in the vale, 
And, soft as the breeze passing over the bloom. 

He breathed out the words of his tale. 

But Lelah was silent, or wayward, or cold ; 

For thus, though his accents were mild. 
Still well could she mark, from the tale that he told. 

That the thoughts of his spirit were wild. 

And wildef they grew, still the more that he felt 

How far from availing might prove 
His pleading with her, in whose presence he knelt. 

In the awfiil emotions of love. 

<< Oh, if thou wilt leave this lone dwelling," he said, 
<< And fly to another with me. 
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The heayens shall melt, and the universe fade. 
Ere my soul's love shall wander from thee ! 

<< For thee — ^yes, for thee, shall my spirit resign 

All joy that it ever hath known, 
And the powers of my being in fondness combine 

To worship young Lelah alone. 

<< Unseen shall the stars of the heaven shed forth 

That glory which others survey ; 
Unheeded the beauties shall cover the earth. 

While thine have a charm to convey. 

'< For spotless, and faithful, and fair, as thou art. 

Devotion shall only be thine, 
Pour*d forth, ever thus, from the warmth of the heart — 

For thou — thou alone art divine I 

<< Then fly even now from this dwelling afar, 
To a home wher^ our love shall be free. 
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For IVe swoni) by tiiis soul, that in peace or in war» 
Henceforward m^ own thou shalt be." 

^< Oh, never I" said Lelah ; " thy vow cannot bind, 

Unfaithful of soul as thou art I 
Why wonldst thou enforce me to leave him behind. 

Who only is dear to my heart ? 

<< Away — ^yes, away to thy father's abode, 

Nor farther this madness pursue ; 
Thou art false to thyself, being false to thy God, 

And to me thou canst never prove true ! 

« Turn — ^tum thee to Heaven, and ask of its love. 
That the pride of thy heart may be o'er. 

And the sins of thy youth, in the regions above, 
Be lost, and reni«ember d no more. 

*< Why wouldst thou draw down, from the throne 
in the sky. 
An awful a^ard to thy wrongs, 

F 2 
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By paying a being thus destined to die, 
The homage to Grod that belongs ? 

<< Though Lelahwere thine, in thy hours of dark pain^ 
Think*st thou she the strife could allay, 

And bring to thy being the comfort again 
Which Heaven had taken away ? 

<< And in the dread moment, when time shall impart 

No peace that thy spirit can own, 
When the cold hand of death chains the life of thy 
heart, 

And thou to the grave must go down : 

<< Durst thou sayin thy soul, from the hope thatithatb, 
< Oh, bless'd were the pains I bestowed ; 

I fear not the vale and the shadow of death, 
Since Lelah shall still be my god ?* 

*^ Then haste thee away, for the time yet shall come 
When fearful thy journey will be ; 
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When the night shall be awful and deep in its 
gloom, 
And morning shall dawn not for thee I 

" Away — ^yes, away I for, impure as thou art, 

Thou well mayst thy efiPorts resign ; 
Injustice and folly have met in thy heart, 

And Lelah can never be thine." 

In silence the youth pass'd away from the maid. 
But the wrath of his spirit rose high. 

And the image of death on his brow seem'd display'd 
By the lightning that gleam'd from his eye. 

He sought the dark forest that skirted the vale, 

And dreaded and long was his stay, 
For, lurking, he waited the hour to assail 

The hearts that he mark'd for his prey. 

Young Lelah, with him to her heart who was dear, 
Went forth to the lone olive grove, 
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And sat, where they deem'd that no danger was near> 
In the kindness of innocent love. 

There sweet was the voice of the murmuring hrook. 

That taught its pure waters to flow 
Through lilies, that loved o'er its margins to look 

At their images mirror*d below. 

The mountains were bright with the rays of the sun. 
And fresh was the greenness that lay 

On the breast of the vale, from the dews that it won 
From the shadows that fell o'er the day. 

And lonely and sweet, from the boughs hanging o'er 

The scene of their tender delight, 
The wild bird began on the breezes to pour 

A hymn to the coming of night« 

But yet in that hour, when the heaven and earth 
Alike seem'd no sorrow to own. 
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But slumber'd in peace, as when first o*er their birth 
The glory of innocence shone ; 

Ah I then the destroyer, that lurk'd in the shade, 
Rush'd forth to the pair seated nigh, 

<< Thou, lover of Lelah, prepare thee," he said, 
« For, dying, thou surely shalt die ; 

<< Because it is thus — even thus, I alone 

Have sued for her favour in vain I" 
And thus, ere his purpose in fulness was shown, 

The lover of Lehth was slain. 

Oh ! wild woke the voice of the maid, but the shriek 
Seem'd the power of her soul o'er-express'd, 

And she sunk to the green lawn, and lay with a cheek 
More pale than the primrose it press'd. 

Her ringlets, that lately the breeze loved to heave 
Round a neck and a forehead so white, 
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Lay still, and were 4anip with the dewdrops of eve. 
And dark as the shadows of night. 

Then came a dark hand from the gloom of the wood. 

And, rugged and rough in array, 
They hore the lone maid, in her soul-wilder'd mood. 

To the cave of the mountain away. 

And long, long it proved ere her swoon was nnstaid. 
Though often and deep would she sigh. 

As, opening her eyelids, she murmuring said, 
" Ah I dying, thou surely shalt die !" 

And when, with the power of her being, at last 

The sense of existence retum'd. 
Her eye and her accents were wild in their cast. 

From her brain that in madness still bum'd« 

She heeded no words that her guardians might say. 
Nor dainties that round her were spread ; 
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But Stealing, at last, from the cavern away, 
Afar to the wilderness fled : 

And there, when the tempest blew loudly and rough 

The wastes of the desert among, 
Young Lelah, poor maiden I would linger and laugh, 

Or hurry her madly along : 

And still, as the night-clouds were over her cast, 
The woes of her heart she beguiled, 

By sighing and singing, afar 'mid the waste. 
The songs that were mournful and wild. 



A SONG OF LELAH. 

Oh ! though thou shouldstfly from the dwellings of 
life. 

Where hope may its treasures unfold. 
And shun the keen touch of the weapon of strife 

That teaches the heart to grow cold ; 
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And dwell 'mong the rocks and the caves of the 
dime 

Where nought but the eagle is nigh, 
StiU, still thou shalt meet with the sorrows of time,. 

And, dying, thou surely shalt die ! 

The lip hath no drink from the dews and the rain. 

And the damps from the wilderness sprung, 
Can cool not the heat of the heart and the brain 

Which the hand of a demon hath wrung ; 
And, whether thy memory return to the past. 

And cling to the joys that are by, 
Or thy hope be afar o'er futurity cast, 

Still, dying, thou surely shalt die I 

Thou mayst tell of thy love in the forest's recess, 

Or fly to the valley afar. 
Or dream that thou yet thy fair ringlets shalt dress 

'Mid the halo that shines round the star ; 
But thought shall return and awaken thy heart. 

O'er the land of the living to sigh ; 
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The light and the darkness alike shall depart, 
And, dying, thou surely shalt die I 

They told me his form was not fallen, and left 

To the beasts of the forest a prey ; 
But the bird was not false that sung out from the clift 

That the worm hath its couch in the clay : 
And still, whereso*er thou in life mayst be placed, 

On the lands that are under the sky. 
The spoiler shall come, and thy home shall be waste, 

And, dying, thou surely shalt die I 

The bosom may beat, though it beat not in love. 

And feel, though it feel not in peace. 
And lonely as mine in the wilderness prove, 

Ere the pangs of its su£Perings may cease ; 
But though thou wert meek in the days of thy youth, 

When the frolics of others were high. 
And faithful and free, as the spirit of truth, 

Still, dying, thou surely shalt die t 
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The locks of the desert are wither'd and grey^ 

Yet the fountain is fresh in its green, 
And so, when his eye had its light from the day. 

There was comfort in earth's wilder'd scene : 
But something seems lonely to Lelah, thus laid. 

Where these winds, like eternity, sigh ; — 
Oh I God, it was thus that the accents were said. 

Ay, dying, thou surely shalt die I 

Ay? die I Though thy cheek like the red-rose should 
hloom. 

And thine eye beam as heaven's own light, 
Yet the star shall be bright when thine eye is in 
gloom, 

And the rose, when thy cheek shall be white ; 
For there lives a wild worm in the bosom of life, 
. That forces the living to sigh. 
And thou shalt not hide from the power of its strife, 

But, dying, thou surely shalt die I 



SONGS OF THE ARK. 139 

Thou mayst part from thy brother, or turn from thy 
friend, 

Or war with thy neighbour full keen, 
And wrap up thy heart in the gold that could send 

Such hatred your bosoms between ; 
But the Angel of Death shall not pass from thy couch, 

When time hath no light for thine eye> 
But teach thee the lessons of truth from his touch, 

And, dying, thou surely shalt die I 

Then come to the desert, and hear how the wind 

Can humble the mind of the proud. 
And learn how the heart that beat warmly and kindj^ 

Can wish to be cold in its shroud ; 
And then thou wilt loath every scene 'neath the sun, 

And lift up thy hopes to the sky. 
For the circle of time hath no refuge for man> 

And, dying, thou surely shalt die I 
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Thus Leiah would sing, 'mong the scenes of the 
waste, 

And joy in the songs that she sung, 
Or weep, in deep woe, when her mem'ry retraced 

The scene which her bosom had wrung. 

But knowledge was borne to her kindred at last 

Of all her wild peril and pain, 
And they bore the lone maid, that they deem'd ever 
lost. 

To the home of her father again. 

But still was young Lelah away-^and away, 

From dawn to the falling of night, 
For still by the stream and the grove would she stray, 

To weep o'er departed delight. 

For there they the form of her lover had laid, 

And there did she long to remain. 
And gather the lilies that bloom'd by the shade. 

To strew o'er the grave of the slain. 
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Oh I it was fiill moumfal to hear how she spake, 

As if he were answering her still ; 
Or how she would call that he yet would awake, 

The vows which he vow'd to fulfil I 

And then would she weep, that she thus could 
upbraid 
The faithful, the kind, and the best, 
And plead with her God that she soon might be 
laid 
In the grave, where the weary might rest. 

The morning rose bright o'er the mountains afar. 

The noontide in splendour reposed. 
And Lelah was sought at the rise of the star. 

But the eye of fair Lelah was closed. 

We have seen when the form would forsake not its 
rest, 
Though nature was bright with the sun ; 
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We have seen when no heaving came o'er the white 
hreast, 
Though the moments of life were not run ; 

We have seen when the hosom, in grief uncontroll'd, 
Would lean on the grave of the dead : 

But the warm heart of Leiah for ever was cold, 
For the spirit of Lelah was fled. 

They hound up her ringlets, so dark and so long, 
And wove her a shroud like the snow ; 

And htid her with him, the wild lilies among. 
Who had shared all her love and her woe. 

Then it seem'd, in that moment, as if all the stir 

Of all the creation was staid. 
Save the tear-drops that fell over him and o'er her, 

When thus they together were laid. 

They are down in the vale with the rest of the dead. 
Where yet, when the waves pass away. 
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The wand'rer may come, and miconsciously tread 
O'er the scene of their silent decay. 

But, sure, when the sky shall this min repair, 

And many of maidens may be, 
A muden so faithful as Lelah, and fair, 

No eye 'neath the heavens shall see. 



As if the locks of angels flowed 

Far o'er this world of man's abode. 

How fair is morning's silvery light 

Shed o'er the shadows of the night, 

Still streaming on with brightening hue, 

Through woods, and wilds, and fields of dew, 

Awakening by the fountains wild 

The flowerets fair and undefiled, 

To greet, when lingering shades decay, 

The brighter glory of the day I 
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Bat not the light of early morn, 
Nor smile of dewy eve's return, 
The rising of the summer moon, 
Nor glory of the ray of noon. 
Nor twilight star, nor flower nor gem, 
Were lovely as the wife of Shem. 

Serene and pure as thoughts that sigh 
O'er scenes of half-remember'd joy, 
And meek and dignified as mind 
In intellectual power enshrined ; 
Bright as the hope which travels o'er 
The realms that sin shall reach no more, 
And tender as the song approved, 
When sung to strains by those beloved. 
Who never more, in joy or pain^ 
Shall meet us in this life again. 

Her auburn ringlets, dense und long. 
And woven in a graceful throng, 

7 
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Hang o'er a brow and neck so bright 
That there the shadows fear'd to light, 
And, trembling, from the field withdrew, 
Or melted 'mid the light it threw : 
And in that eye, so meekly wild. 
The language of her spirit smiled, 
And seem'd to tell of truth and love. 
And feelings from a world above, 
As pure and holy as might seem 
The sainted soul's inmiortal beam. 
And more than heart may ever know 
Amid a life of death and woe. 

And then, as if from round her form, 
A pure and all unworldly charm 
Still met the eye's returning glance. 
Like some bright spirit of romance, — 
A radiance from the power of worth 
In living glory shadow'd forth, — 
An imaged life, that seem'd to be 
Itself im inmiortality. 
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But thus, though loyeliness supreme 
Still made her more than mortal seem, 
There lived no thought within her heart 
That she could light and charms impsut — 
Which bade a bliss celestial dawn 
Around the wondering soul of man. 

Simple and pure in aim and air, 
Fair — ^but unconscious all how fair, 
As in the hours, when yet a child. 
She gathered flowerets o*er the wild, 
With hand as lovely in its hue 
As radiance of the cloud of dew ; 
For she had loved, since childhood's days. 
To wander in untrodden ways, — 
To share the joy of heaven and earth 
In thoughts and feelings, lavish'd forth 
0*er all that nature brought to light 
Within this land of day and night. 
And thus, her being, bright and free, 
In bliss unbounded seem'd to be ; 
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Leaving her thoughts of self behind, 
Amid the ecstasies of mind, 
That yet were blissful, calm, and deep. 
As visions of a seraph*s sleep. 
When lulled by hymns of holy love 
Within the paradise above. 

But to that Being in the sky. 
So loved, so holy, and so high, 
In awful rev'rence tum'd the whole 
Sublime existence of her soul : 
Each thought that nature would suggest 
Within her trembling, conscious breast. 
Still bade her deem her spirit err'd 
Unless it was to him referred ; 
And tried, by careful measure still, 
At standard of the Holy Will, 
Far as its law to man below 
Jehovah yet had deign'd to show ; 
And yet ere waters wild had been 
Roll*d o'er this world, so gay and green, 
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Or she had lived, as now, to prove 
The tender hliss of wedded love, 
Unto her wildly woven bower 
Still would she stray at morning hour, 
And while the dawning yet was dim. 
Pour forth, to heaven, her holy hymn, 
That thus, unheard by all below. 
Would from her inmost being flow. 



HYMN. 

Ere yet the sun o'er the floweret bright 

Has shed the glow of his early beam. 
To drink the dew of departing night. 

And waken the world by wild and stream, 
*Neath this the bower of my virgin youth. 

While sighs the breeze in the lofty tree, 
I will kneel me down, in my spirit's truth. 

And, oh ! my Grod, I will worship thee I 
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Thine eye is not slombering in the sky 

When the weary rest from their toil and woe ; 
Thou hearest the breath of the infant's sigh, 

And the beat of the heart that is humbled low : 
And now, if my voice to thine ear may come, 

Of time a memorial still to be. 
Cold, cold be this heart, when my lip is dumb, 

Forgetting, oh 1 God, to worship thee I 

I hear thy voice in the sigh of the wind, 

And thy power in the things of time is seen ; 
And traced are the ways of Eternal Mind, 

O'er the mountain grey, and the valley green : 
Alone to exalt, and alone to praise 

The God who has been, and will ever be. 
The voice of my morning song will I raise. 

And out from my spirit will worship thee. 

And when the journey of day is done, 
And night returns o'er the world below, 
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This soul shall the power of slumber shun, 
And struggle thy will and thy ways to know : 

I will number my days that have pass*d away. 
And measure the few that I yet may see ; 

Because^ when laid in its couch of clay, 

What heart, oh I God, shall give praise to thee ? 

Thou sittest in light, *bove this world of strife. 

In a realm of peace that no eye can scan ; 
Eternity circles thy throne of life 

Beyond the reach and the thought of man : 
Our spirits may cease thy praise to hymn, 

The stars in the sky may cease to be. 
The moon may fade, and the sun grow dim, 

But change itself is no change with thee. 

Thou T'ather of ages ! that, rolling for aye. 

Roll only away to return again, 
And brighten the scenes of a land of day 

That hath no sorrow, nor sigh of pain : 
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Thou God of the high and the holy will^ 
Who madest the spirits of mortals free, 

Oh, hide thou my heing from all that is ill, 
And lead it the way that is near to thee I 

Let holiness come from thy dwelling divine. 

And teach me thy name to love and to fear, 
And lighten this heart and this spirit of mine. 

That dwell so dark 'mid the shadows here : 
Thy thought can the heart of humanity prove> 

And measure its worth in its true, degree ; 
Then mark not its feelings, hut gather its love 

Away from this world to live with thee ! 



Thus would the maid, at morning hour. 
Still hreathe her hymn heneath the hower ; 
Nor when the evening, soft and calm. 
Came with its dews and breath of balm. 
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Would she forget to linger there, 

And poor to heaven her spirit's prayer* 

It fell upon an evening mild, 

As lone she wander'd in the wild — 

For often she afar from home 

Would lonely through the woodlands roam — 

That, as the orh of the day sunk down 

Beyond the mountains far away, 
And the hreast of nature hegan to own 

The hues of the twilight grey, 
There sprung, from the border of the wood 
That skirted the lawn, a spoiler rude, 
And seized, in stem and eager plight. 

The maiden's soft and trembling hand. 
And wildly swore, by the star that bright 

Was rising o'er the land, 
And by the life-blood of his heart. 
That again she should never from him part. 

But firm was she in her innocence, 
And bold through the power of fear ; 
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And her eye to his soul convey'd a ghmce 
That unhinged his hollow confidence, 

While, wild as the mountain deer. 
She sprung from his hold, and onward flew 

To her home that so distant lay ; 
But fiercely and fast did his steps pursue, 

And vainly she sped away ; 
He caught her trembling hand again, 
And shte strove to untwine his grasp in vain. . 

Yet in that moment a stranger came, 
Of lofty form, and eye of flame. 
Before whose power the felon rude 
Fled fast to the forest's solitude ; 
While she essayed, in her distress. 
Her grateful feelings to express 
To him, who thus, as by a charm. 
Had saved her from the spoiler's arm* 

<< Nay, speak not thou," the stranger said, 
** Of this, the worthless effort made 
g2 
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To rescue, from the liand of crime. 

The fairest form that e'er was given 
To grace the years of passing time, 

Or breathe on earth the air of heaven ! 
Thy blame were haply meeter — one 
There is, in life, below the sun. 
Who, all unknown, at morning hour, 

Hath watch'd thee to thy bower of green,. 
And lingering there, hath heard thee pour 

That hymn, upon the breeze serene, 
Which told of more of vii^in worth 
Than he might deem could dwell on earth ; — 
He heard thee breathe thy holy sigh. 
And saw thee turn, to heaven thine eye ; — 
He saw that brow, divinely bright, 

O'ershaded with thy flowing hair. 
And, lovely as the morning light, 

That bosom heaving 'mid its prayer. 
Dazzling his soul, and sense, and sight, 

As if an angel worshipped there 
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And since that hour he dared intmde 
Upon thy sacred solitude. 
Seeing, when thou couldst nothing see 
That might to time related be, 
Oh I there is nought below the sky 

Hath daim'd a wish his soul might own. 
The midnight dream, the morning sigh, 

And noontide thought, were thine alone ; 
And though he might not seek thy home, 
Nor stray where thou wert wont to roam, 
Yet where the felons, lurking dark, 
The wanderings of the 'weak to mark. 
Remain within the solitudes 
Of these deep, wild, untrodden woods, 
When thou wert dreaming not of ill. 
There was a power that guarded still- 
Awing the hearts that only sought 
An hour in which thou mightst be caught. 
Lo ! yonder diff, above the dell, 

O'erworen with the wildwood green, 
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A long and weary tale might tell. 

Of one who watch'd thy steps unseen. 
Yet let it pass — ^the heart in love 
Tremhles the awful truth to prove, 
Whether it shall all hope forego, 
Or live in lore's rewarded glow, 

And rather still would hrook the pain 
Of anxious wild suspense, than know 

That it can not he loved again. 
Yet hlame not thou the wish that rose 
Within a mind so wild with woes, 
Nor speak thou thus, in anxious mood, 
Of thy young heart's warm gratitude 
To him who thus hath rescued thee — 
If still he tremhled to intrude. 

In times when thou wert wandering free. 
This hour, whatever its ill or good, 

He anxiously hath long'd to see. 
Oh ! I with dauntless step could tread 
The trackless desert, dark and dread, 
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And fearless face, upon my way. 
The lion hungering for his prey, 
Yet thou, so gentle, pure, and fair, 
And holy all in aim and air, 

Couldst make me long and linger near, 
Yet from thy presence still forhear, 

For, oh ! thou wert too deeply dear ; 
And I, with mingled hope and pun. 
Still watch'd till thou shouldst seek again 

Thy woodland haunts, or soon or late, 
Which, when thou didst not there remain, 

Were as the desert desolate. 
The angel of my mind art thou. 
And hast my heart's divinest tow ; 
Thou, too, art of the faithful — ^thou I 
And if that heart a love could own. 
That still might lire for him alone. 
Who, whether he with thee may stay 

In joy, or must in woe depart, 
Throughout life's lone and future day 

Must hear thine image in his heart. 
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And gather from its endless reign 
The fruits of pleasure or of pun." 

The maiden made no fond reply 

As Shem thus first his love reveal'd. 
But her deep blush and downcast eye 

Left not her inward thought conceal*d ; 
But told a tale which bade him prove 
The powerful bliss of hopeful love :—* 
And he, who e'er hath felt its glow 
In this wide world of weal and woe — 
Hath met beneath the silent bower, 
At morning or at noontide hour, 
Or wander'd through the wilds afar, 
Beneath the light of moon and star, 
With her who could the thought convey 
That chased all other thoughts away — 
The thought still felt, yet unexpressed, 
That it were bliss to make her bless'd, 
Melting the heart in fond excess 
Of deep unbroken tenderness ; — ' 
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Her, who could shed the smiles of light 
That made the miiverse more bright^ 
That every stream which flow'd along, 
And bird that snng the boughs among, 
A purer pleasure could impart 
To lure the soul and charm the heart :— 
Yes, he hath need not to be told 

Of that dear bliss they lived to prove, 
Amid tho hours which o'er them rolled. 

When heart from heart was wooing love :— . 
Their forms were on the scene of time. 

But they of earthly care seem*d free, 
For all their feelings were sublime, 

As if of immortality, 
And mingled with the awe and hope 
Which light from heaven above can ope 
The soul of man to feel and see 
Through years and ages aye to be 
And thus, in bower or woodland lone. 

Their feelings seem'd so deeply blent^ 
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That, kneelmg to the Eternal Throne, 

Their thoughts of prayer together went ; 
For never yet helow the sun 
Two hearts were all so truly one, 
Since Eden own'd the guiltless pair 
In childhood of creation fair. 

Even now, when waters, deep and high. 

Are rolling widely o'er the scene. 
And death-cold forms of mortals lie 
Where, roaming in the days gone by, 

Their words of rapture pass'd between. 
Borne in their home above the deep. 
They from their love a bliss can reap. 
Unbroken, tender, and sublime, 
Depending nor on place nor time — 
'Tis their existence — ^mind with mind, 
And feeling heart with heart conjoin'd, 
There is no look, nor thought, nor word, 
That eye can give, or soul afPord, 
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Which finds not still, in either breast, 

An answer silent or expressed, 

With one bless'd tone of meaning fraught, 

Deep as the power of angeVs thought ; 

And were it not the lonely care 

Caught from the scenes of late despair, 

When mankind, wildly overflow'd. 

Melted before the flood of God, 

Still though their Ark should onward move 

Through time and ages ending never, 
Oh ! they, in their congenial love, 

Could still be deeply bless'd for ever : 
But there are thoughts which still return, 
However the soul may cease to mourn, 
And mortals blissfully exist 
When thus they in themselves are bless'd, 
Which waken, as the eye is cast 
O'er scenes of joy or sorrow past. 
Those feelings that their sway maintain 
Between the power of peace and pain. 
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Forbidding mankind to forget 
The lingering pangs of all regret ; — 
And from the thoughts which rose again 
O'er recollections loved, though yain. 
And memory of the world's distress, 
Which brought a silent loneliness, 
The wife of Shem, amid her song 

That flow'd so thrillingly and free, 
Seem'd each soft warbling to prolong 
That told of scenes, the which among 

They loved in other days to be. 

Hast thou e*er heard, as returning lone 

From wandering o*er thy native hills. 
When thy flocks had to their couches gone. 
And. the dew-wet flowers were slumbering on 

The mossy banks of the mountain rills, — 
When the fair star, in the heaven above^ 

Hath deign'd its virgin couch to leave. 
To bid its veil of light be wove 

Over the dewdrops of the eve,— 
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When the moss-grey stone hath still a ray 
From the lingering light of parting day, 
And, 'mid the solitudes profound, 

The ear receives the desert's hmn. 
With the voices of the dewy ground, 
As, far o'er the hills and wilds around. 

The fitful winds of the twilight come,^-' 
Ay — ^hast thou heard, on eve like this. 

The voice of mountain maiden wake 
On breezes, that had come to kiss 

These lips which falsehood never spake^ 
Bearing from lawn, or the milking fold. 
The notes of some air of the days of old. 
With their melting pathos all untamed, 
And sung to the song that by thee was framed ? 
The swell and fall of these wild tones 
Are worth the pomp of a thousand thrones I 

And so, perchance, might Shem aver. 
As heark'ning to the voice of her, 
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Wha o*er his being seem*d to throw, 

In all her modes of life below, 

A spell of bliss, alike that brought 

A brighter glow to every thought, 

And, through the love which could not die, 

A deeper feeling to that tie 

Which, with an influence never done. 

Still closer bound their hearts in one. 

Her voice was melting, soft, and sweet. 

And bore a magic and a power 
Could bid the bosom wildly beat. 
Or pause in deep suspense — as, meet 
To scene and sense, aloft would tower 
' Her warblings, rich, and clear, and high, 
As those far up the morning sky. 

Or, ceasing loftily to soar. 
In glory fall, and falling, die : 
While, by the oft-repeated glance, 
The soul might scarcely know from, whence 
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The anthems of enchantment sprang 
That o'er the heart their influence flung, 
Save, that the lips seem'd still to bless 
The accents that they did dismiss, 
And warn the sense of eye and ear. 
That one all but divine was near. 

And it was thus that she could thrill 
The heart, or bid the heart be still, 
And make the trembling soul believe 
That hers was song of summer's eve, 
Sung in some woodland far away, 
Beneath the thorn of tresses grey, 
And sun-lit rocks, sublimely piled 
Above the valley green and wild, 
Awak'ning thought, that still conveys 
The feelings of departed days 
Back to the bosom's inmost life. 
Without their sadness or their strife. 
To mar the spell, that seems to melt 
All nature into what is felt; 
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While still the hreeze, with fitful sigh, 
Awakes a lonesome lullaby, 
To charm the flowerets into sleep, 
Among the shades that o'er them creep, 
And bear with wand'ring wings along 
The gentle spirit of the song. 
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When the singing of birds still was heard in the land, 

Awak*ning the light of the dawning to hail. 
And the soft falling dews by the breezes were fEum'd 

That freshen'd the bloom of the flowers of our 
vale, 
'Twas blissful to stray by the bower and the stream, 

When the Spirit of Nature was walking abroad. 
All gentle and pure as the glow of the beam 

That fell on the scenes of the eagle's abode, 
And there, still to worship, in faith and in fear. 
The God of our fathers with them who were defu*. 
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Oh 1 there could the humble of spirit forget 

The tales that were told of the workers of woe, 
And all the dark evils of mankind, ere yet 

They slumber'd in death the deep waters below : 
From the cares of the wild, or the forest's dark gloom, 

The lurkers no fears to the soul might convey, 
When the faithful of heart had our guardians become, 

And watch'd o'er our wand'ring more closely than 
they; 
While the words of their love still'd the voices of 

crime, 
When the star came abroad on the bosom of time. 

But now, though the dove be no more on the wing, 

And the eagle no longer aloft in the sky. 
And the breezes, that balm o'er the earth wont to 
bring. 
No more reach the vales where the desolate lie ; 
And the beams but may shine on the breast of the 
deep. 
That once on the scenes of the wilderness fell, 
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To brighten the stream that came down from the 
steep, 
Or the boughs of the grove, or the flowers of the 
deU, 
Our bosoms a kindness, unbroken, shall prove. 
And live in the bliss-bringing light of their lore. 

Oh I waste is the mind that no radiance may know, 

Though clouded and dark be the glory of day. 
And cold, cold the heart that may feel not in woe, 
When the nations of mankind are melting away : 
But our souls shall not gather their radiance from 
time. 
Nor our feelings remain in this dwelling below. 
When we turn to the God who has guarded from 
crime. 
And shelters us still from the waters that flow ; 
For the ray of his spirit shall dawn o'er the night, 
And gather our thoughts to the glow of its light. 
7 
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The yisions of hope shall their glories impart ; 

And, awed by the thought of the being of God, 
Our worship shall be of the soul and the heart, 

And our altar the bosom of this — our abode: 
And thus, till the waters, immense and sublime. 

Return to the clouds and the ocean's daxk caves, 
A Toice shall go out from the inmates of time, 

Which shall not be lost 'mid the roar of the waves. 
But pass to the throne of Jehovah away, 
Whose mercy remains with the living for aye. 

And yet shall the days of our darkness be o'er. 

Our trials of faith and our feelings of pain. 
And the virtue of nature her treasures restore. 

Till the vale and the wilderness blossom again : 
The tumult shall cease, that has comiB to deform 

The things that were fruitful and fair upon earth ; 
The tree, thait was broke by the breath of the storm, 

Shall teaelk its young saplings to bud into birth, 
H 
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And cast the calm shade of their boughs o'er the scene, 
Where the dews shall be deep, and the grass shall 
be green. 

And then, on the clifP, and the brow of the cave, 

That the waters of death now are weltering o*er, 
The flower shall be seen, in its beauty, to wave 

Where, haply, no eye e'er survey'd it before ; 
Again shall the voices of time be renew'd ; 

The music which nature delighted to give-— 
The hum of the desert, the sigh of the wood. 

Which seem, in their softness, to die while they 
live — 
Shall waken, the scene of creation amid. 
When the living no more shall remember the dead. 

Oh I yet ere the days that we enter'd the Ark, 
How dearly I loved by the wild wood to be. 

The fair spreading glories of nature to mark — 
The flower of the lawn and the leaf of the tree ; 



SONGS OF THE ARK. 171 

The light and the shade o*er the scenery brought, 
Of the path lying near and the wild never trode, 

The smile of the spirit — its hope, and its thought, 
And the heart that rejoiced in the goodness of 
God, 

While tracing his ways, and the works he had done. 

On the land of our pilgrimage under the sun. 

I have seen how the eagle came not to the brook, 
Where the wren had her nest 'mong the roots of 
the tree ; 
. I have seen, in the range that the wanderers took, 
How meet for their natures it still seem*d to be ; 
I have seen how the raven forgot not her young, 

Nor the flocks to ascend to the hills that are high. 
When night's falling shadows began to be flung 
O'er the couches, where nature had taught them 
to lie, — 
And leam'd hath this spirit, from aU it survey*d, 
To worship the Being by whom it was made. . 
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Oh I who ever trode the lone scenes of the wild^ 

"Where thefoxhad his cave and the raven his home — 
Hath mark'd the grey rocks o'er the green valley 
piled, 

Or listen'd the waterfall raving in foai% 
And felt not the glow of a lonely delight^^ 

Emotion, that own'd not an earthly control — 
A pleasure sublime, that would seem to excite 

The feeling remotest that dwells in the soul. 
To crave, that the God of our fathers on high 
Would mingle the earth with the bliss of the sky ? 

All nature is wisdom, and when I shall go 

To deep with my feithers, foigottea and gone. 
Oh I let me be laid where the breezes shall blow, 

And the iower greet the light when the dawning 
comes on ;<-t- 
Where the beamsof the sun,likethemercy of Heaven, 

Shall mantle the grass that is over my grave^ 
As if.it would tell that this dost is forgiven. 

By Him who in mercy is mighty to save, 
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And who sliall not absent for ever remain 

From the things which he hath not created in vain. 

Yet blame not this bo8om-*-with those whom I love, 

I will smile when they smile, and will sigh if they 
sigh, 
Or live thus imprison'd for ever — or rove 

In the freedom of time — and with them will I die, 
When ceased hath this heart in its feeling, at last 

To rest in its pleasure^ or writhe in its pain — 
To bless every scene where its lot may be cast, * 

And l6ve as no other may e'er love agiun ; 
Since contentment alone can ensure us to find 
The treasures that lie in the home of the mind. 



The thoughts and feelings that will rise, 
To wound or heal below the skies — 
The changes that the soul may know 
Of hope, or fear, or joy, or woe, 
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With all the hues of light and shade 
Which round oar heings live or fade. 
Even when the outward causes cease, 
That oft may make or mar our peace. 
Must still remain the things of care 
That living lips may ne'er declare. 

It is not when misfortune's frown 

In dreadful darkness deepens down, 

That hopes are marr'd, and joys are lost, 

And mortals doom'd to su£Per most : — 

Even then full oft the soul will be 

From fearful thought and sadness free. 

Lifting itself, in power elate, 

Above the falling ills of fate, 

As if it gloried to display 

How much it nobler is than they. 

The stormy troubles, pouring dense. 
Destroy the feelings of suspense ; 
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And if, amid the darknesei deep, 
The pointed powers of conscience sleep, 
The tempest may blow wildly on, 
With louder and yet louder tone> 
Yet man, as cheer'd by hope sublime, 
That points beyond the bourne of time, 
To other scenes his soul may turn. 
And boldly laugh its rage to scorn, 
And in his glee still more and more 
Adversity thus triumph o*er. 

But oft a weight of woe obscure, 

Though hands be dean and conscience pure. 

With restlessness and care combined. 

Will gather o'er the weary mind. 

And sink it to a sadness low 

Which it refuses to forego ; 

Or cannot, by its boldest power. 

Disarm the suffering of the hour. 

But bear, unknowing whence should be, 

Its load of conscious misery.. 
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Then time, and all that it may htmg 
Upon its slowly passings wing, 
May nought that has a charm display 
To lure a thought or wish away 
From out the heart, so darkly hid 
Beneath its feelings, cold and dead. 
No thought, amid the darkness round. 
Awakes to hreak the dread profound. 
Save such as hath no power to £ree 
Itself from fancying ills to be : — 
No charm is gathered from the past ; 
Nor yet may once the spirit cast 
A glance across the future gloom. 
On this side or beyond the tomb, 
Where lost seem all the rays that shone. 
And faith itself is dim or gone. 

Such gloom o'er Noah—^diongh his mind 
Was great, and holy, and resign'd. 
And wont to trust in God alone 
Through all the changes undergone-^ 
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Had gather'd, in some evil hour, 
When brighter faith had lost its power, 
And made him feel as if that tie 
Which bound him to his God on high, 
And led him guiltless through the time ^ 
When earth grew red with human crime, 
With all the bliss it brought before, 
Had broken been for eirermore« 

The light that from the Throne Divine 
Around his being wont to shine, 
And prove his glory and his g^ide, 
When all was waste and dark beside, 
Its ray withdrew, and left behind 
That awful midnight of the mind, 
Which seems to bid the spirit drop 
The comfort of eternal hope, 
And sink, as all that cannot trust 
In God, 'mid times of trial must 
And though the rains, from heaven that long 
Had rush*d so ceaselessly and strong, 
h2 
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Had ceased, a deeper waste to spread 
Above the valleys of the dead. 
And winds instead began to blow. 
To bar the ocean's overflow, 
Wild were the efforts ere his soul 
The shades that wrapt it could unroll, 
And thus, from out his deep despair, 
Lifit up to Heaven his voice of prayer. 

A SONG OF NOAH. 

Oh I thou, who art God of the living, 

And holy, atid great, and forgiving, 
Hast thou tum*d from the cry of our spirit's devotion. 

And left us in loneliness now, 
'Mid the gloom, and the wide-spreading wastes of 
this ocean, 

That none — none can measure but thou ? 
Oh I thou, who art God of the deeps that are soundless. 
Of the darkness and light, and the space that is 
boundless, 
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Let the heavens depart, and the stars wander free« 
But turn not from those who have trusted in thee I 

Oh ! let the lone voice of our wailing 

Once more with our God be previuling, 
For darkness unbounded hath come o'er our spirit, 

As if it were fraught with the crimes, 
That the wrath and the same desolation would merit 

Which fell on the sons of our times ; 
And thou — thou alone hast the power to deliver ; 
Then turn not away firom thy chosen for ever. 
But send forth thy mercy, array'd in its light. 
And chase from our being this noontide of night. 

Oh, give of thy kindness a token, 

That the trust of our souls be not broken ! 
We trusted in thee ere the wide-rolling waters 

The rocks of the desert had lash'd. 
By which guilty man, and the trace of his slaughters. 

Were thus from the earth to be washed ; 
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We trnsted in thee irhen our offering rose daily, 
From thine altar afar 'mong the scenes of our valley ; 
And the voice of our peace, or the cry of our pain, 
Came up still before thee, and came not in vain. 

, y^Te lived in the land to adore thee, 
And thou wert our stay and our glory. 
In the day when the strength of the mighty departed. 
And the hopes of the proud were o'erthrown — 
When the flow of the rill and the river was thwarted, 
And the mountains before thee bow'd down — 
When elements over creation contended, 
And cities were shaken, and forests were raided — 
When the power of thy wrath came abroad, unre- 

8train*4> 
And time had no refoge for aught it contain'd. 

But now, by thy spirit unaided. 
And thus by the darkness o'ershaded, 
The laws of thy will, which thy goodness hath given 
To guide and to guard us from sin. 
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And the faUdi that we deem'd was eternal as heaven, 

Remain not our beings within ; 
But, lost in the gloom of our night-shrouded dwelling. 
With souls, through their sorrow, against thee 

rebelling, 
Devoid of a haven in which we may rest. 
We roll on the brow of the billows nnbless'd. 

Forgotten of thee, and surrounded 

With dangers which have us confounded, 
We know not the mode how our spirits may offer 

The gift of our hearts undefiled, 
And lead thee to lift on thy children that suffer 

The light of thy face reconciled : 
The rains of the heavens have ceased from their 

pouring. 
But the voice of the waters still round us is roaring, 
And we live in a home that is full of dismay, 
Since thy light £rom«our spirits hath fiided away. 
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Yet, yet do thou peace be affording^ 

And cease to reward us according 
To the mete of our sin, and the thoughts of our folly, 

And the faith that to thee we have borne ; 
But yet to the home of thy children unholy. 

Oh yet — oh I our father, return ; 
That still from thy presence our beings may borrow 
A guide 'mid the doubt of our desolate sorrow : 
For thou — only thou, from their troubles canst free 
The spirits of those who have trusted in thee. 



The wife of Japheth, free and fair, 
Whate*er the ills that man might bear. 
Could still elude the deeper pain 

That they o*er other hearts might shed ; 
And worlds might rise and fall again, 

And oceans roll above the dead. 
Nor yet the liveliness subdue. 
That her young heart and spirit knew : 
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A moment, and the shade was past, 
That aught of sorrow o*er her cast, 
For darker aim, or thought of ill, 

Mayhap ne'er dwelt her soul within ; 
And fancy had its wonder still, 

How she could he a thing of sin, 
So guileless, heedless, yet so fair. 
And lightsome all, in fdrm and air^ 

MHien other lips might not forego 
The telling tales of human woe. 
She seem*d unwilling to deplore 

The sufferers of woe and pain, 
And wearied till the words were o'er. 

Because she felt to weep were vain : 
Or if her heart might heave a sigh. 
Or tear-drop tremhle in her eye. 
She scom*d that it should thus remain, 
And wiped the drop, and smiled again ; 
And then, as if her mind had sought 
Some scene of wit, and wayward thought. 
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She started from her pensive mood. 
And turned away, and langh'd aload. 

Yet she was, in her heart and mind, 
All faithful, generous tod, and kind ; 
And mortals took delight to see 
Her hiHight and brisk activity ; 
For she seem'd present still to all. 
Yet o*er their fireedom cast no thrall. 
But as, when spring-tide breezes bring 
The little whirlwinds on their wing, 
And waken, with their gentle strife. 
The flowers and forests into life, 
Her quick unworldliness of change 

The like uncertainty could claim ; 
And she would right or disarrange 

Things, dead or living, where she came, 
And or by deed or word the while. 
Enforce the saddest heart to smile. 
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Yet| she had not a soul to bear 
The deeper pangs of human care, 
Had such befallen her — ^for yet, 
For all her flow of sprightly wit, 
A heart still in itself so leal. 
Had soon been given too much to feel ; 
And sorrows, whether told, or hid 
The sufferings of her life amid. 
With hand resistless borne away 
The gayest glories of the gay. 

So, in the days of other years. 

In yon grey mansion 'moug the trees. 

There lived a mud with mind like hers, 
And look and air as form'd to please ; 

And when the sufferings tried her frame. 

To Japheth's wife that never came, 

Twas seen how fate the die could cast, 

And tame the lightest heart at last. 
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Her look and smile were brightest day; 

Her locks and eye were darkest night. 
And o*er her neck and brow would play 

A glow like half-created light,'— 
Such as we deem the lily owes 
To the reflection of the rose, 
As opening in its blossom new, 
When early dawn comes o'er the dew ; 
While she was light of soul and heart, 
As if her life had own'd no part 
That aught of earthly ill could reach, 
The lessons of this world to teach. 

She loved — and it was deem*d that she 

Had not been truly loved again ; 
For in this hollow world there be 

The hearts which woman may not chain- 
Hearts, that will take delight to shun 
Her love the more that it is won. 
The garland, fondly gathered now, 

Will seem of flowers less lovely twined. 



SONGS OF THE ARK. 187 

Than soon the wayward soul will trow 

To he the flow'rets left hehiDd ; 
And woman's charms have often taught 
A like uncertainty of thought.— 
Her heart was light, her form was gay, 
As aught that eye may e'er survey ; 
And though, when came her days of pain, 
She struggled nohly, nor in vab, 
To show to all her wonted mood 
Of heart and spirit unsuhued. 
Her soul had own'd too deep a faith 

To him, who went and left her lone, 
And waken'd was that worm of scath. 

Which prey*d insatiate and unknown. 
For still she strove to master fears. 
And heaved no sighs, and shed no tears ; 
And yet she seem'd to fade, and they 

Who look'd upon her early hloom 
Were silent, for their thoughts away, 

Unwill'd, would wander to the tomh. 
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While said their hearts, — << Who Tfoold not give 

Their all of earth to hid her live ?" 

And still) when gentle spring comes o'er 

The world that lay so waste before. 

And brings its early flowers to grace 

The turf above her dwelling-place, 

There is a heart will pause, and say. 

As thinking of her cold decay — 

*< Oh I still they say this vale is green 

And lovely as it e*er hath been, 

But, ah I they think not of the form 

That here was wont to move — 
They think not of the blissful charm 

Which still this heart could prove, 
Ere she who bore so bright a bloom. 
Was sleeping in the cold, cold tomb ! 
Lost is that smile of love and light 
Which made the earth and sky more bright ; 
And there are voices in the stream 

That jspeak of man's decay, 
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While all the scene of life would seem 

Waste as a winter day, 
And what this vale hath been to me, 
Again — again it ne'er can he ! 
For my thought is in another land, 

And my hope beyond another sky 
Than this, where the vilest weeds expand. 

And the loveliest flowers the soonest die ; 
And woe to him who caused me shed 
This tear-drop o'er the early dead T' 

If woman's gentle soul may prove 

The fortune of a blissful love, 

Finding in life's o'erroling hour, 

When feelings have their warmest power, 

A bosom that unalter'd glows. 

With faith such as her own bestows. 

Time can no future ills impart 

To wreck her peace or break her heart ; 

For though misfortunes darkly fall. 

That heart will still surmoimt them all* 
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Thus Japbeth'g wife had never known 
A pang of 8u£Fering all her own ; 
Deeply she loved, but not in vain^ 
For she had been beloved again 
With faith as fervent and as true 
As e'er the heart of mortal knew ; 
And she could share its bliss the same^ 
Through all the woes that went and came. 
Alike, amid her native glee, 
From all their shades of suffering free. 

Though Noah often would her chide 
For her gay spirit's lightsome pride. 
It seem'd but that he more might share 
Her gleesome heart's inventive care ; 
For it was vain, as well he knew. 
To seek that spirit to subdue. 
Or match resistance with the art 
By which she wiled the human heart 
From out each gloom that o'er it hung, 
And forced approval from the tongue : 
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And she, despite of good or ill, 
Was wayward, and the favoiirite still. 

She said she had no song that e*er 

A pleasure to her heart could hring, 
Since father Noah, with a sneer. 
Had ask'd her, *mid her warblings clear, 

If she had but been made to sing ; 
And if it was, that he would cast 
A cold restraint as in the past, 
To bid the spirit be confined 
To anthems of the holiest kind. 
Her strain would, haply, please the more 
The sooner that it should be o'er : 
And yet, while thus she seem'd to chide, 

She raised her with a lightsome air. 
And with her fingers drew aside 

The wilderness of ringlets fair, 
That round her snow-white forehead hung, . 
As, lifting up her voice, she sung, 
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Still pouring forth the mystic words 
In warhlings wilder than a bird's. 
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It is no|; for those who are light of heart 

To utter their inward feeling, 
To such as have found, and may find, no part 

In the tales of their soul*s revealing ; 
For who shall escape from a pang of pain, 
When smiling on those who will smile not again. 
Since the loved of the soul that refose to be glad 
Are all that cau render the joyfiil sad, 
And all, that can bring or can bid depart 
The light of the mind and the glow of the heart, 
And banish the feelings^ by which are known 
The tidings that sweeten our life alone ? 

The star yet shall smile, though the clouds of gloom 

Awhile may hang darkly o'er it, 
7 
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And earthly joy to the spirit will come, 

Though the world lie waste before it ; 
For there is a Being, who liveth for aye, 
O'er the changes of time, and of man's decay, — 
Who can weigh the dust though the heart he dead, 
And know of the life when the life is fled, — 
Can trace the path of the wandering will. 
And the way of its thought, that is wilder still. 
And forth of his presence a light convey. 
That beams on our being, by night and by day. 

My brothers are heaving the hollow sigh. 

My sisters, like lilies, are drooping, 
And my father hath lifted his voice on high, 

'Mid the darkness of sorrow stooping ; 
But why, though the night-storm be wild and cold, 
And darkness, like death, round the travellers roll'd, 
Should the gloom of despair the thoughts engage 
Of those who have power for the pilgrimage ? 
Is it aught of reason the rose should fail 
Because that the lily is worn and pale, 
I 
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Or the strength of the spirit sink deeply down, 
Ere its joy be lost and its hope be flown ? 

The darkness that dwells on the breast of night 

Departs with the dawning of morrow, 
And the eye for aye shall not lose its light, 

Though dimm'd with a tear-drop of sorrow ; 
Though changes have been, yet they may not be all 
That the Ruler of Nature to life can call ;— ^ 
Can the sun not be changed from his course in the 

sky, 
And the angels of heaven remain not on high. 
And the Spirit of Being himself come down, 
A home, and a temple, on earth to own ? 
And why should the joy of our life decay. 
Ere that life from the living hath pass'd away ? 

Though a thousand years, and a thousand too. 
These waters of death were remaining. 

The arm of Jehovah could bear us through, 
Of whose aid we would seem complaining ; 
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Can he not the power of the proud defy, 
And doom them to live though they wish'd to die,— 
Can he not overturn the works that are wrought, 
And madden the mind, and destroy its thought. 
Or this, in the night of their awful sleep. 
Make the dead to dream in the caves of the deep. 
And waken an anguish around their heart, 
MHiich, though they've departed, shall ne'er depart ? 

'Tis not the sadness of man that declares 

His hreast to he free from folly, 
Nor the lightsome glee that the spirit hears, 

That tells that its wit is unholy ; 
I have known the thoughtful, the sly, and the deep. 
The secrets of sin in his hosom keep, — 
Beguile the frail and the widow'd one 
Of the good of her portion below the sun, — 
Seem holy, and come where the godly meet, 
Yet secretly sit in the scorner's seat ; 
Or linger uncover'd the pathway nigh, 
Still bowing him down should the great pass by, . 
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It is not for mortals alway to believe 

That sackcloth is sign of their grieving, 
And some may others delight to deceive. 

When themselves theyare but deceiving : 
The bosom resigned may partake of pride, 
And even because it would seem to confide 
In Him, who can measure its trials alone, 
The worth of its will, and truth of its tone; 
Yet Heaven may scruple its prayer to hear, 
Because discontentment is lurking near, 
Though prudence o'erawes it from rising bold 
O'er feelings subdued, and still, and cold« 

Then, if there be mirth in the glowing eye 

From a soul by sin unencumbered. 
Can He not as worship accept of the joy 

Who the hairs of our head hath numbered ? 
The worth of the spirit shall be in its aim, 
And the power of prayer in the boon it would daim. 
And thus, as it well with our souls may chance. 
The God of our fathers have praise from the dance ; 
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Or worship, from hope, in the light or dark, 
In the scene of the vale, or the home of our Ark ; 
And thns, the joys of our heings he one, 
Because of the hlessings below the smi, 

I loved, as deeply as woman may love. 
In the freedom of time to wander — 
To sit 'neath the leaf-hiden boughs of the grove, 
Or lean where the rocks have their grandeur ; 
But this home is as wide to the soul, as the sky. 
And earth spread beneath it, was wide to the eye ; 
And though the deep waters are rolling near, 
The power is not more that upholds us here. 
Than that which upheld when the earth we trode,. 
Forgetting— -too often forgetting our God ; 
Nor the guardians of mortals less fit to bear 
To the Ancient of Days the cry of our prayer. 

Then why should our spirits be sullen and proud. 
And false in their self-denial, 
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Disdaining the mercies which flow for our good 

In the day of tin wonted trial ? 
The hand is not praised that hath only bestow'd 
The boon that was lent, or the portion it owed, 
But blamed is the bosom that may not restore 
A gratitude, warmly, to him that doth more ; 
And little is he who is only resign'd, 
'Mid the changes of fortune, when Heaven is kind, 
Refusing to cherish the grateful glow, 
Instead of the gloom of a selfish woe« 

The judgments of Heaven burst over our head, 

And still are they heaving around us, 
And if 'tis not better to be with the dead, 

'Twas well that they might not confound us : 
The moon and the star had their path in the sky. 
Though the rain was not o'er nor the thunder by. 
And we our home, on the waters abroad, 
^Vlien nature itself had no favour with God ; 
And what could the souls of the mortal forms, 
That their bed evermore have made with the worms, 
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Do mor6, in the hour when mercy was past, 
But thus he resign'd to their fate at last ? 

But Heaven warm gratitude well may claim 

From hreasts that merit can claim not, 
And why should proud man then delight to blame, 

If Heaven itself deign to blame not ? 
I will lift up my soul, and as joyous be 
As in the bright days when I wander'd free, 
Nor murmur a plaint of sorrow or fear. 
To him who upholds us, in mercy, here ; 
Or if a sad drop from this heart may roam, 
'Twill be when we part from our noble home, 
That hath borne us so well, in its pomp and pride. 
O'er the measureless path of this mighty tide. 
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Long, long had all the winds beenihush'd, 

That o'er the world were wont' to blow, 
And long from heaven the rains had rush'd, 

And fountains of the deep below 
Had pour'd the waters, that prevaiFd 
TiU all the life of man had faiFd ; 
Nor bird nor creeping thing was left 

Amid the oceans heaving high. 
Above the cave — above the clift— • 
Above the loftiest hills that lift; 

Their heads below the sky. 

The sun had shed no radiance o'er 

The wide and world-encumb ring swell, 
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And long had sun, and moon, and star, 

In darkness deep been doom'd to dwell ; 
For still the unexhausted clouds 
Enwrapt them in their hollow shrouds, 
And barr'd the light they wont to shed 
O'er earth, the living, and the dead : 
But now, uncurtain'd by the pall 

Hung round the chambers of the night, 
When rains had further ceased to fall, 
They pour'd a glory deep, till all 

The world of waters lay in light, 
Bright and unbounded in its beam 
As an eternity might seem, 
When midnight fancy brings the ray 
That lures the wandering thought away 
To roam o'er scenes of worlds, unknown 
To all creation, save its own. 

There was no living eye below 
To gather radiance from the glow, 
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Nor mark how proud, yet lonely lay 
The life-fraught Ark amid the ray, 
That clothed in glory, unsubdued. 
The wide and watery solitude : 
But God remember'd Noah still, 

And those with him in his abode. 
And, by the mandate of his will, 

Awoke a wind which came abroad 
Upon the waters — as when first 

His spirit, tnoving in its light, 
Stirr'd on the breathless wastes, and burst 

The fetters of primeeyal night — 
Then, bearing o'er their surface lone. 

The inmates of the Ark could hear 
A rising soimd come rushing on. 
More mighty than the forest's moan 

When midnight tempests waken drear. 
And mingle in their wild access 
The bowlings of the wilderness. 
And roaring of the restless waves, 
Which haunt the ocean's hollow caves. 
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They hearken'd> and the tempest cross'd 
The pathless waste of waters wide, — 
They hearkened, hut the sound seem'd lost 
Around them, while their Ark was toss*d 

Tumultuous in the rolling tide ; 
For now the waves ran wild and high, 
And pass'd, yet seem'd not passing hy, 
As still aloft they lash'd their foam 
Round heaven's hermits in their home. 

« 

The valley hath its hills around — 

The glen hath had its stream for aye — 
The wildest sea a shore hath own'd, 

That opens to the sky of day — 
The seaman hath a mark to guide 

His hark across the deep afar, 
And metes to traee the broadest tide 
That welters 'neath those heavens so wide. 

Which own the still-eyed northern star ; 
But, lo I the ship that ne*er was launched, 

Wild hounding o'er the waves sublime. 
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Unhelm'd, hath fearlessly enhanced 

A sea, wide as the world's wide dime, 
And borne her, through the calm and storm, 

As far as fancy's thought may run. 
Conveying in her mighty form. 

Each living thing below the sun : 
And thus, a traveller all alone, 

As if she took delight to be. 
Still proudly roll'd the vessel on 

Amid that bold, unbounded sea. 
Unmet by aught in the mighty flow 
Belonging to the world below. 
Save the domes of temples lifted up, 

And the forms of the dead, now floating high 
On the brim of creation's awful cup, 

That own'd no bound'ry but the sky, 
Pale bending o'er that restless waste. 
Which thus had the winds of the world displaced, 
And mock'd them, howling in their wrath, 
To reach again their wonted path 
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By the desert rocks, and the forests lone, 
Which graced the vales through the ages gone 
For still they blew with madden'd sweep, 

And struggled fiercely to be free. 
Or strove, as if they strove to heap 
The waves into a deadlier deep 

Above the things that wont to be 
So beautiful, and widely spread 

O'er nature, ere the flood came forth 
To lift on high its awful head 

Above the mountains of the earth. 

Though heaven's windows, widely ope'd. 
And fountains of the deep, unchain'd. 
Long, long had now again been stopp'd, 
And all their welling stores restrained, 
Full fifty days, when three times told, 
The deluge o'er the world had roU'd : 
The winds blew on — ^the waves ran high, 
And northward bore the Ark away. 
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And still, from round it, 'gainst the sky, 
Was lash'd aloft the flashing spray : 
And thus, for many a night and day. 

The travellers of the deep below 
Were toss'd, amid the fierce affray. 

Where'er the breezes will'd to blow ; 

For still the tempest might not cease 
From raging o'er that rolling sea. 

Till time could daim its wonted peace. 

And all the waters should decrease. 
That now decreased continually : 

The dove had flung her gentle form 

Forth on the breezes of the storm, 

But found not, wand'ring east or west, 

A spot whereon her foot might rest. 

And, fearful of the homeless tide 

That roll'd so wearily and wide, 

Retum'd, with bosom beating fain. 

Back to the lonely Ark again : 

The raven, too, so shy and proud. 
From deep confinement freed at last. 
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With gallant bearing bore abroad. 

And spread his bold wing in the blast, 
And, shrewd of aim, and brisk and strong, 
Rejoiced his journeying to prolong. 
High tossing, in majestic sport, 
The breezy firmament athwart ; 
Till those behind had hope no more 

That he would seek the Ark again. 
And Ham — in silence sunk before — 
An oath, as if unconscious, swore 

That he would prove no fool so fain 
Such weary prison to resume. 
While yet his pinion wore a plume. 
Or yet .might on the waves appear 
A shred of carnage, far or near. 
Of human form, or beast or bird, 
That might propitious place a£Ford 
Whereon to rest his wearied wing. 

Or with his beak, as erst, allay 
The hunger freedom's flight might bring 

In bearing through the world away :«— 
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<< And if/' he said — for fearful now 
The gloom had deepened o*er his brow, 
And in his mood of restless care, 
He word, nor song, nor look could bear, 
But seem'd like one, in air and thought, 
Subdued, and yet to madness wrought — 
<< Ay, if upon the solid earth 

This foot again may e*er be placed, 
Its wand'rings far shall bear me forth 

0*er scenes no other e'er hath traced. 
Away for evermore beyond 
The slavery that I thus have own'd, 
Enforcing darkness on the soul 
That future time may ne'er unroll. 
For who may share of hope or bliss 
Within a prison-house like this ? 
The scenes of each succeeding day 

No slightest shade of change can claim> 
And time itself, upon its way, 

Would seem eternal and the same : 
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It hath become an idle thing 
To list the voice of those that sing, 
Since in their many words or few 
There dawns no thought, or feeling new. 
To yield the sinking soul relief, 

Deep-fetter'd by this mortal thrall. 
Which, awful as a nation's grief. 

Is lorded o'er the hearts of all. 
Would that I were the desert on, 
A wanderer in the world alone, 
Where I could deem myself to be 
Free as the mountain winds are free ! 
Though elements were warring wild 

Around me on my wayward path. 
Fair Freedom's smile, while still she smiled. 

Could cheer me, as she often hath. 
And lead my steps beyond the ken 
And all the weary ways of men. 
Oh, even now it were for me 
Enough of earthly bliss to be 
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Where up the passing tempest lifts 

Its bold wild voice above the clifts, 

In wintiy pipings, long and loud, 

To welcome on the coming cloud, 

Whose frozen wreaths, around them rolled 

Like ringlets of a giant old. 

Might float in fleecy grandeur far. 

To woo the light of sun or star. 

And cast the glory in excess, 

Far backward o'er the wilderness ; 

Or where, white o'er the lofty linn. 

Aloud, in everlasting din. 

The waters of their weight complain. 
And Solitude, exulting in 

The glory of her endless reign, 
Sheds "majesty around the stir 
Of those that come to worship her : 
And there — ay, there — But it is vain I 
Such pleasures come not back again, 
And mortal hearts, subdued and cold, 
By Heaven's unyielding arm controU'd, 
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Unvisited by aught but pain. 
May iu this home for aye remain. 
Whence yet, perchance, hath never flow'd 
Delight to man, nor praise to God ; 
For, fettered thus, and restless still. 
Perversion haunts the human will, 
And through these hours of inward strife. 
And wayward weariness of life, 
The lip no sentiment hath said. 
But leaves a blank, or brings a shade 
Deep o*er the darkened heart and mind, 
Which, grovelling, linger still behind, 
Howe'er the empty words may rise 
To Him who made the earth and skies ; 
And Heaven is mock'd, as well may be— 
The bird that sings should still be free I" 

He ceased, and fear and wild surprise 
Began o'er every heart to rise. 
For then the window of the Ark 
Deep shadows came and rendered dark, 
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And Japheth*s wife, with anxious eye, 

All carious as she wont to be, 
Averr'd Chat she could forms descry 
Wild tossing in the tempest high, 

And call'd the inmates all to see : 
And, lo I above the casement's light, 
With downward look and straining flight. 
Intent to ^ach the lone abode, 
Two ravens black were seen abroad, 
The one still with the other one. 
Like shadows floating in the sun, 
Which still, despite their efforts made, 
Were backward firom the Ark convey*d 
By tempest fierce, that with such sweep 
Till now had raged not o*er the deep. 

" Forbear," said Noah, « all forbear— 
Who shall the ways of God declare ?— ' 
Forbear conjectures strange to hold 
Of what in secret hath been told—* 



,216 SONGS OF THE ARK. 

Even now a radiance from on high 
Hath lighted up this spirit's eye. 
To see why Heaven ahroad should hring 
Such tempests with this awfiil thing I — 
*Tis he — the fell and mortal foe 
Of frail and fallen man below ; 
Because of these wild words of sin, 
Conceived, and said, our home within, ! 
The Evil One is let abroad 
That sought the paradise of God, 
And, in far other form, designed 
And wrought the ruin of mankind, 
Ere yet was swept, by sin's control, 
Our Maker's image from the soul. 

« Amid the tumult of the storm, 
Assuming thus the raven's form, 
The fiend an entrance hoped to find 
While yet the bird was far behind ; 
For I his shadow mark'd before 

The words of Ham were wholly o'er, 

7 
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When yet no other eye gunrey'd 
The changes that his coming made : 
Nor knew I why, from out his sleep, 
Which thus hath been so long and deep, 
The serpent, shuddering as in dread, 
Awoke, and wreathed on high his head^ 
With wriggling energy of frame. 
And bended neck, and eyes of flame, — 
It was, as if the fiend of sin 
Had moved the form he erst was in, 
And caused, from inward trouble deep, 
The flesh and scales around him creep,—- 
As if that fiend could o'er him still 
Exert some sympathetic will, 
And by his dark approach enforce 
The keener feeling of the curse. 
Pronounced upon that awful day 
When Eden's glory pass*d away* 
And had the prince and power of guile 
Won here, in< raven guise, awhile^ 

K 
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He, who such mortal ruin wrought 

When flesh was pure, and pure was thought. 

Had, haply, aU of peace hereft 

That thus these waves of death have left. 

There is a sympathy in sin, 

By which dark spirits love to win 

The souls of men to breathe its air, 

Which sweeps the moral being bare 

Of all, save that which nurses more 

The seeds of death sown there before. 

The Evil One can mark the time 

When hearts will grasp the bait of crime, — 

When thoughts ungodly, unrestrain'd^ 

An entrance to the soul have gain'd ; 

And thus, invisible or seen, 

His awful place of doom between 

And that, where'er the mind of man 

May deeds unholy work or plan, 

Comes forth, still more to lure astray 

The hapless remnant of his prey*. 
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Improving still permitted power 
In seeking whom he may devour." 

Then Noah, with an air dismayed, 

Tam'd to his son, and sorrowing said — 

" Alas I too oft thy words and ways, 

Through all our few and evil days. 

Have brought a pang of fearful kind 

To banish comfort from the mind, 

Still bidding anxious terror wait 

On every footstep of thy fate ; 

And now^even now, when God would give 

A home of hope to us who live, 

With rays of mercy round us shed, 

On this — our pathway o'er the dead. 

How darkly is thy spirit fraught 

With breathings of unhallow'd thought, 

Against that High and Holy One 

Whose arm upholds us here alone ; 

And who in us should rather find 

Deep gratitude of heart and mind. 
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Ascending still to where his love 

Is shadow'd o'er us from above I 

Hast thou not seen the work of wrath 

Which bids creation sleep in death ? 

And seen how wayward man below 

His ways of sin would not foriego, 

Repent not of the evil done. 

Nor live in peace below the stdi, 

Till Mercy's hallowed reign was o'er, 

And Heaven would thus be mock'd no more. 

But brought abroad his wrath, to blight 

The nations in their lawless might ? 

And think'st thou he is bound to save 

This remnant from the roaring wave, 

Or eager clutch of demon grim, 

Thus hovering o'er our dome so dim, 

If it, with feelings that o£Pend, 

Against his holy will contend ? 

Think'st thou that he can not destroy 

All mortal forms that life enjoy, 
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And yet, .when after all are lost. 
And deepest death has done its most> 
Can bid not into being burst 
A world as fair as at the first ? 
Forbear, oh I then, my son, forbear 
To sink pur spirit in despair,-— 
To entertain, and still unfold 
These feelings dark, and wildly bold, 
That well the curse of God may bring 
On each forlorn and living thing 
That hath been rescued from the wave 
Which piakes the universe a grave I — 
May give the Evil One, abhorr'd, 
The power which sin can but afford. 
If heavenly aid should pass away. 
While thus he watches o*er his prey. 
With aim to catch our fragile forms 
Amid the eddying of his storms. 
And heave them, from their refuge whirl'd, 
In fragments o'er this wat'ry world," 
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Thus spoke the holy man, and Ham, 
At his rehuke, again was calm, 
Save that he show'd an anguish deep 
That almost urged his eye to weep, 
As feelings of repentance stir/d 
Around the heart that thus had err'd, 
And bade him of his father crave 
Forgiveness — and he forgave. 
Then, when the raven back had win 
From his companionship with sin, 
And doubting hearts were reconciled 
To hail him from his wanderings wild, 
And wonted peace again began 
To reign around the home of man. 
The patriarch, with solemn air, 
Lifted to heaven his voice of prayer, 
And craved, that it, in love, would make 
. All hearts unholy thoughts forsake, 
And bow submissive to the will 
Of Him who dealt in mercy still 
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With all that would, repentant, own 
Their ways of guilt before His throne. 



A SONG OF NOAH. 

Oh ! Thon, who permittest the tempest that travels 

In fearful array o'er the breast of the wave, 
Who guidest the ocean o'er nature that revels, 

By the arm that is mighty to smite or to save,— « 
Even now, from thy will, uncreated and holy, 

Let a ray forth thy throne in eternity dawn, 
To banish the darkness, the strife, and the folly. 

Away from the home and the being of man I 

The foe is abroad that, redoubted and mighty, 
Would urge our frail spirits against thee to war ; 

Yet, oh I do thou lead us in ways that delight thee, 
Since thou in thy mercy art mightier far I 

Let the wings of thy love overshadow our dwelling. 
Thus t038*d on the tide of this measureless sea, 
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And chain thou the hearts that, against thee rebelling^ 
Would dare, in their madness, to wander from thee I 

The heart shall not joy, and the hand shall not 
prosper, 

That swerves from thy statutes, eternal and pure ; 
And ruin shall rest on the spirits that whisper 

That else than in thee there is refuge secure. 
Thy love of compassion in sufFering is longer 
« Than aught of all life that it waiteth to save ; 
Thy voice than the voice of the tempest is stronger, 

And thy thought can illumine the night of the 
grave. 

Then, oh I round the hearts where cormption is 
lurking, 
To breathe its pollution o'er all that*s within, 
Let the power of thy spirit be mighty in working, 
And cleanse from the taint and the sorrovrs of sin ! 
,Let the souls of the living, repentant, before thee 
3ow down, and, adoring the ways of thy will, 
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Lift up their loud prayer to the throne of thy glory. 
Or silently worship their God, and be still. 

Jt is thou who the tides of the ocean hast tumbled 

0*er Nature's green bosom sublimely, and far ; — 
It is thou that the hearts of the haughty hast 
humbled, 

And still'd, with thy tempests, the voice of their 
war; — 
And yet it is thou that, returning, shalt banish 

The waters which roll o'er creation sublime ; 
And thou that with glory and life shalt replenish 

The land that was dark with the horrors of crime. 

Then what is the spirit of man, that eontendeth 

With Him who was bless'd in the absence of all 
Over which he hath lifted his spirit, and sendeth 

The sunlight to shine, and the moonbeam to fall ; 
Who hath built up his throne in the chambers of 
heaven, 
And lighted it round with the rays of his love; 
k2 
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^Who hath measured the ages of ages, and given 
His name for a song to the myriads above ? 

Oh, worship ye him I — ^from the heart that is grieving 
. He heedeth one tear of deep penitence more 
Than all the wide waters o'er earth that are heaving, 

Unmark'd by a path and nnbarr*d by a shore : 
His light shall not dwell in the darkness for ever, 

For mercy the mom of his coming shall bring. 
When the power of his arm shall be strong to deliver, 

And the just shall rejoice, and the angels shall 
sing t 



All ye that live, or small or great. 
Within this world of weary fate. 
Forbear, throughout life's little while. 
To breathe the words, or urge the toil^ 
That may in mode or meaning tend 
A shade of suffering forth to send 
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To dim, diminish, or destroy 
The faintest ray of human joy I 
Fall little bliss is here at most, 
And all too ofit that little lost I 
And know ye not that ye may bring, 

To such as deep and warmly feel 
The wound and poison of a sting. 

That future time can never heal. 
By one dark word or deed, and give 
Thus, o'er the hearts of those that live, 
A wider range to human woe 
Than else the world might ever know ? 

Though skies be calm and dews be deep, 
The bud its secret may not keep. 
But tell, amid its fading green. 
Where couch'd the cankerworm hath been : 
And so, too oft, must eye and air 
Those sorrows of the young declare, 
Which round the wasting form convey 
The mournful beauty of decay, 
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As if to those of earth were given 
The premature array of heaven, 
With awe the souls of men to fill. 
So calm, so holy, and so still. 

Oh I there are hearts of mortal mould 

That suffer woes they never told I — 

That sink, suhdued in aim and thought. 

Beneath the hurden time hath hrought 

To hanish hliss, and nurse the pain 

Which never more departs again. 

They might, percliance, in childhood's day, 

Beseem the gayest of the gay, — 

Still, in their world so bless'd and bright, 

Exulting with too much delight 

To know a boundary to the scope 

Of all their joy, and all their hope ; 

But which, long ere had come the day 

When checks should fade and locks grow grey, 

May own the sufferings that destroy 

Their latest hope of earthly joy. 
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And, crush'd beneath the weary weight 
That hangs so darkly o'er their fate, 
Remain through every future year 
In lone and silent sorrow here ; 
Nor, in the darkness of their grief, 
May seem to seek or share relief 
From sympathetic care or thought, 
Which, as by kindlier spirits brought, 
Might still, full well, a comfort give. 
Or more or less to all that live. 

Yet who shall search and fully know 
The hidden depths of human woe, — 
Who charm the soul with kind device 
In orphanhood of paradise, — 
Who, by his sympathy or art, 
Unvail the mansions of the heart, 
Through all its awful windings trace 
Its sorrows to their lurking-place, 
And by his efforts, calm or bold, 
Convey them from their secret hold ? 
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The warrior on the field of death 
Shall heave a last — a painftil breath ; 
'Tis well — ^the short — the mortal pain 
So lives — it cannot live again ! 
But there may be, in secret wrought 
By man to man, in word and thought, 
And deed and feeling, evils worse 
Than all the foeman's open force. 
That, arm'd and aided by the steel. 
Can teach the human heart to feel : 
For not the charger's neigh and tread. 
The groan, the dying, and the dead. 
Nor power of pain, supremely felt. 
When down the deadly blow is dealt 
That, o'er the scene of ruthless ground. 
The parted life-blood scatters round. 
Can bring the deep and lingering scath 
Of blighted love, and broken faith — 
The lonely grief of hearts estranged. 
And all the scheme of life deranged ; — 
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The gloom of fabehood shadow*d forth 
To mar the ray of rising worth — 
That offspring of the latent grudge 
Of those who judge not right, yet judge, 
And pour the censures on mankind. 
That can, from truth no sanction find ;— * 

Those who have deep delight to mark 
The faults of others, that they try, 
By pitying words of meaning sly, 

To render as the envy dark 
And selfishness they're guided by ; — 
Those that would attributes assume 
Above what angels dare presume— 
The power that would o'er all preside. 
Without the wisdom meet to guide— 
The curse, without the skill to scan 
The worth, or worthlessness of man I 
And also all the cureless harms 
That live on life's diviner charms, 
Created by the lust of power, 

And darker greed of gain. 
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In thoge who act as if secure 

They counted earth for aye and pure. 

And heaven a thing in yain^ 
Joying how well they play their parts 
Amid the scenes of weeping hearts ; 
The bosom bound, by wedlock state, 
To love whom it can only hate— 
The dark distrust and lurking strife 
From met antipathies of life ; 
Or more, or less, for ever owed 
By worth, on worthlessness bestow'd ; 
Where, for each sigh, the leering joke 
Is sent the better heart to mock. 
And rouse defiance, where should be 
The deepest tie of sympathy ; 
With pangs that o*er existence stray. 
And passing, never pass away, 
But madden thought, and banish sleep. 
And wake the brain to bum or weep, 
And leave, ere all the pain be past, 
A wreck of hopelessness at last* 
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Yet, oft awhile the gentle flower 
Will droop within its native bower, 
And still revive, ere yet draw near 
The storms which make the forests sere ; 
And man, beneath the darkest frown 
Which fate may bring to bow him down, 
Will lift himself with might amain, 
And revel with the gay again : 
But once — ^let fully once depart 
The native joy of woman's heart — 
Let him she loves refuse to share 
That kindness and unwearied care. 
Which she alone, of all below. 
Has power to cherish and bestow — 
Deem lightly of the smile she gives 
To light the scenery where she lives, 
And turn, with heedless heart, away 
From all that should invite to stay, 
Till in her yearning soul be bred 
The tear-drops that she cannot shed, 
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And silent woe its sway obtain 
0*er lips that will no more complain ; 
And spring with buds may crowd the tree^ 
That bright the summer blooms may be,— - 
Grey autumn all its stores bestow, 
That plenty's cup may overflow, — 
And man his aim and art employ 
To warm cold winter's cheek with joy, 
But gladness, joy, nor native glee. 
Through all the changes time may «ee, 
When, thus away they once are borne. 
Will e'er to woman's soul return. 

Then woe to him whoe'er would wrong 

The heart of her, «o warm and free. 
Who giveth to the poet's song 
The gift of immortality ; — 
Her, in whose eye the thoughts repose. 
Pure as the spirit whence they rose. 
Whose snow-white bosom still will heave 
The tender sigh for all that grieve, 
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Will hope and soothe till life be past, 

And yearn and pity to the last I — 

Her, whose fair form of light and love 

Would seem alone design'd to move 

'Mid scenes where, whether wild or tame, 

No ruder footstep ever came : 

Down by the groves of summer vale 

Where nature's sounds alone prevul — 

Where brooklets flow through wildwoods green, 

And music floats athwart the scene. 

And odours breathe, and breezes sigh 

Around the violets, and die, — 

There weave the boughs that wave so wild 

The grotto's mossy seats above, 
Till all be intricately coil'd. 

And traceless as a tale of love ; 
Or, in the noontide's warmer hours, 
Steal through the shades, and gather flowers,— 
Or, 'mong the sunshine and the dew. 
On uplands when the day is new, 
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With soft white fingers twining still 
The brightest blooms of glen and hill 
Around the rock-nursed ivy bough, 
That it may braid the minstreVs brow 
At eye, when she shall chant his song 
To chase the woes his soul that throng, 
And smile, and thus applause impart 
The deep and dearest to his heart. 

As changes, kindly or severe, 
Might court the smile, or claim the tear, 
The wife of Ham was form'd to feel 
£adi sentiment of woe or weal, 
Deeply, perchance, as e'er might one 
Below the circle of the sun ; 
But childhopd's years oft pass away 
Before the dawn of wisdom's day, 
. And woman's wareless heart must rove 
A while athwart a world of love, 
Smile on the hearts, in peace or pain. 
Which own her power, and smile again. 
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Till reason, in the fetters bound 
That arc^ent feeling fastens round, 
From out the darkness of its thrall^ 
Too low, or all too late, may call, 
For telling how the cold untrue 
Will truth assume, and warmly woo ; 
Or guiding in that fearful choice 
Which makes the heart in joy rejoice, 
Or sigh, in sorrow, strife, and tears. 
Through all %he days of wedded years^ 

The wife of Ham had long essay'd 
To warm the soul of love decayed. 
In him whose heart, perchance, had ne'er 
Esteem*d her deep and truly dear ; 
For though his restless heart and mind 
At first seem'd faithful, fix'd, and kind, 
Yet it was not her native worth 
That call'd his seeming fervour forth, 
For he alone to lote was fired, 

Because that other hearts admired 

7 
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That loveliness, the fair one in. 

Which he would pride himself to win ; 

And thus in word nor look remain'd 

A charm, when once his prize was gain'd ; 

And love to him was all mitme, 

The hour that wooing was not new ; 

And though, when she with gentle aim 

Still strove his spirit to reclaim, 

And wake anew the bliss removed 

In one, so much, yet vainly loved. 

He would not wild aversion show 

To cares which she might not forego ; 

Yet so would he her efforts spurn 

That kindness met no kind return, 

Save, when some transient glow would sway 

His wayward soul, and chase away 

His darker mood, to all so chill. 

And aye to her the coldest still, 

Till all her hope of bliss seem'd o'er. 

And love would urge its claims no more : 



SONGS OF THE ARK. 239 

And she, the work of nature rare. 
And tender all as she was fair, — 
She, even she, of looks once bright 
As ever met the morning light, 
Of ringlets fair and unconfined 
As ever waved upon the wind, 
And footstep light as ever threw 
Its airy trace along the dew, 
Amid the gloom of lonely thought, 
By dark and cold unkindness brought, 
To sorrow gave these glories all 
Which life could never more recall. 

Though gentle, calm, and silent still. 
Through every change of good and iU, 
And careless ever to impart 
The sorrows of her fading heart, 
Yet fate itself could nought convey 
To melt her native worth away. 
Or lull eternally asleep 
That kindness which she felt too deep. 
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And anxiously; and warm, and vain. 

To let her mind in peace remain, 

Since all its chann was ever lost 

On him it should have charm'd the most ; 

And she would struggle still to make 

Herself seem bless'd for others' sake, 

Essay the kindlier to beguile 

By gentle deed, or word, or smile, 

That they might take no shade of woe 

From that which she was doom'd to know. 

Till even thus she seem'd to find 

A charm, in truth, in being kind, 

Though all its power, as thus subdued, 

In losing that it most pursued. 

To peaceful slumber ne'er could win 

The worm of thought that gnaw'd within 

That bosom, which alone could know 

The secrets of its own dark woe. 

From sorrows that she long had known. 
Her voice was all subdued of tone ; 
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Yet sweet, and in its warblings free. 
As mournful voice oft wont to be ; 
And, trembling, fearfulto reveal 
The though ts that she too deep could feeU 
The tones, more than the words she sung, 
Seem*d telling how her heart was wrung. 



A SONG OF THE WIFE OF HAM. 

When shall the vales grow green again, 

And the leaves wave light upon the tree ; 
And when shall the heart forget its pain 

In all the days it yet may see ? 

Yes, time shall with a calm decree 
Allay the tempest's awful tone. 

And green again the earth shall be. 
And the tree its leaves put on ; 
But the woe of man will aye remain, 
Since the heart can ne'er grow young again I 

L 
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The earth was fair, and fair the sky, 

With all their radiance and their dew, 
When the light of love was in the eye, 

And its charm around the heart was new ; 

Then balm in every breeze that blew, 
Wide o'er the world's gay breast was borne, 

And eve but darkened to renew 
The beauty of the mom. 
With a purer and a brighter ray 
Than the glory of each former day. 

But oft the cloud will bar the beam 

Ere the evening sun is all gone down ; 
And the heart in joy will cease to dream 

Ere the lightsome days of youth be flown. 

'Tis cold, when the frost of death comes on 
To freeze the warmly glowing heart, 

To hide the lovely in its frown, 
And to bid the faithful part ; 
But to find that the living heart is chill. 
And love unloved, is colder still. 
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So it was not the wild bird's song, 

Amid the greenwood warbled free, 
Nor the sweets of nature, breathed among 

The scenery that we loved to see, 

That bade the heart delighted be 
With all that it might frame or feel, 

And tremble deep and tenderly 
At the thoughts it would reveal ; 
It was the living charm that sprung 
From, the soul of love, when love was young. 

And it is not the waste that now 

Deforms this watery world below, 
That can gather round the heart and brow 

The shades of dark and weary woe ; 

For we have heard the tempest blow, 
And seen the season's charms depart, 

While yet we wonted bliss could know 
In the treasures of the heart ; 
Unheeding still that the drops of dew 
Lay frozen cold where the lilies grew. 
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Where'er we rest — ^where'er we roam. 

The soul of man shall only find - 
A charm, which blesses every home, 

In the lasting kindness of the kind ; 

For no other band than this can bind 
The gaiiands of delight and joy 

Around the ever yearning mind, 
Which time shall not destroy ; 
Yet if broken by a faithless love, 
It were well the tie had ne'er been wove. 

For fearful is the trust betray'd, 

And weary all the woe and pain. 
And the warmth of kindness once decayed, 

Will never warmly glow again ; 

The lip may care not to complain. 
And the secret sigh no pity crave, 

But the blight will round the heart remun 
When the heart is in the grave, 
Though it feel no more the weary woe 
Which brought the wound that laid it low. 
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They live below the sky in life 

Who many a change in time have seen, 
And yet no change nor power of strife 

Hath ever come their hearts between ; 

And there are those that bless*d have been, 
And those who only lived to mourn, 

As still they long'd, and still would ween 
That love would aye return. 
And pay the debt, so deeply owed. 
To the heart that had its all bestow'd. 

But the gloom is yet upon the brow. 

And the wayward light within the eye^ 
And the bliss that brought the lover's vow 

Comes back not with the lover's sigh ; 

And broken seems the tender tie 
That for one little hour could bind, 

While lips can tell no reason why 
The kind should grow imkind. 
Save that no trials come to prove 
The faith of those that once could love* 
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Oh I it is not the sky beneath 

That the soul of man shall e'er obtain 
The blissful air it yearns to breathe, 

Since earthly hopes are only vain ; 

The mind will turn with cold disdain 
From that it lately sought and loved. 

And so, till come that latest pain 
Which shall not be removed. 
It false and future loves will frame, 
And be in all unbless'd the same I 

Name not the garlands that we wove 

In the dawn of youthhood's lightsome day, 
Nor the simple idols of our love 

So sought — so shared, for where are they ? 

And where the high and hopeful ray 
That round the ardent spirit shone, 

Ere yet the trials of dismay 
With our coming years came on, 
And which shall leave us never more 
Till all our wanderings here be o'er ? 



SONGS OF THE ARK. 247 

They rest amid the awful gloom 

That slumbers o'er departed years, 
Save when fond memory bids them come 

To bathe them in the flow of tears ; 

And thus our faith, and hopes, and fears, 
May well be borne from earth away. 

And tum'd unto the light which cheers 
With far another ray 
Than the sun and moon have ever thrown 
O'er the world this flood is rolling on. 

There is a home where the eye can sleep, 

And the woe-worn heart forget to grieve, 
For the day is cold, and the night is deep. 

And the things of time no changes leave ; 

And though the waves had ceased to heave. 
And Nature had begun anew 

Her lovely robe of green to weave 
O'er the hills and vales of dew, 
Methinks for the hopeless it were best 
In the silence of that home to rest. 
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For the bud will not can render sweet 

The song the bird sings from the tree^ 
Nor the joys of those that we may meet 

E'er bid us hope tor joys to be ; 

Since fate has let the heart go free 
That wish'd so warmly to be bound 

By the tie which love eternally 
Hath fail'd to fasten round, 
Leaving the breast in woful thrall 
That else had the blestest been of all. 

Farewell I farewell to the brighter thought 

That o'er the hopeful spirit came, 
Erewhile the faithful heart was taught 

That other hearts were not the same ; 

And farewell to all thoughts of blame, 
And words that would the lost restore, 

For woman owns no farther claim 
When her dearest claim is o'er. 
Nor seeks to shun the lonely pain 
That she has borne, and tnust bear again. 
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Yet deem not that her heart can live, 

O man I when it hath ceased to stir 
With feelings that would still forgive 

All, all thy wrongs to Heaven and her : 

The sun upon his path may err, 
And the elements with fervour melt, 

Returning to the waste they were 
Ere the power of life was felt, 
Ere she that nursed thee on her knee 
Shall turn her love away from thee. 

And I could dwell amid the deep 

Till the stars were melted from the sky, 
And the winds of time were lull'd asleep, 

And all but eternity gone by. 

To gather from the glowing eye 
One kindly ray as once it shone. 

Or know how yet this heart might try 
For the errors to atone, 
That through their dark unwitting sway 
Have turn'd the look of the loved away,. 
l2 
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These ringlets yet are dark and long. 
And the eye has lost not all its light. 

Though it might not aye its tears among 
Be all so bine, and all so bright, 
As yet it seem'd ere the lily white 

Had chased the shadow of the rose, 

That they told— if e*er they told aright— > 

Would on the cheek repose. 

Ere this fading form had ceased to stand 

'Mong the lovelier daughters of the land. 

And if*a little while has brought 

Those shades which make the brightest dim. 
It hath been through the power of thought, 

Which tells the truer tale to him. 

How he won a love that was not slim. 
And smiles that never falsely smiled, 

While yet the hand had joy to trim 
The locks that waved so wild. 
When the world's uncertain winds would roT« 
Around the wanderers of the grove. 
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Yet, yet farewell to the words which wake 

The wildness of suspense again ! 
*Ti8 even gladness to forsake 

The hopes long cherished — ^long in vain ; 

No power in change may yet remain 
That e*er a happier change can bring, 

The chilling mildew of disdain 
From the wayward heart to wring, 
And bless'd the mind may never be, 
Though the earth were green and the step were free. 



Amid the deep-toned tempest's war 
The Ark had joumey'd, lone and far, 
That wide and weltering ocean through, 

Dark-heaving o'er the paths of time 
In dread immensity ; and now 

This pilgrim of the watery clime 
Arrived, and rested on the brow 

Of Ararat sublime. 
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Tlie warring mods had ceased to blow, 
And the wild and foamy waves to flow, 
And calmness, like an awftil sleep, 

Came down upon the world below, 
And o'er the remnant of the deep, 

Left in the vales, lay brooding so 
Unbrokenly, that stir for aye 
Seem*d melted from the world away, 
By power that might have seem*d to be 
The influence of eternity, 
So widely woven forth, and spread 
0*er the hills and valleys of the dead. 

Afar the mountain tops were seen, 

But the wave-worn mountains were not green. 

But grey as frozen ashes, when 

The winter day is in the wane, 

And ragged as the gathering cloud. 

When the moorland winds begin to sing 
Their prelude to the tempest load, 

That an hour, not far remote, may bring, 
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And scatter round in uproar rude, 

From the fierceness of its wing. 
Lash*d by the waters waste and wild, 
These pillars of creation, piled 
Aloft as far as eye could roam, 

Full well the lonely scenes might seem 
Where aught of life could have no home 

To wander, wake, or dream. 
But prove a barrier too sublime 
For the passing step of departing time. 
And the daring thought of created mind. 
That a resting-place would beyond them find^ 
Had all been crown'd with the ocean's foam. 

And humbled, or to tatters cleft, 
Or over-crusted by the loam 

That the troubled waves had left : 
And where were all the glories now. 

That lay around the bubbling rills. 
When the looks of man would wander through 

The cattle of a thousand hills ? 
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And where the hirds that brought their young, 
*Mong ivy to the rocks that clung, 
Green, and, ambitiously sublime^ 
Still climbing as afraid to climb ? 
The eagle was not on his cii£F, 

The lark's gay song had ceased to flow. 
And all seem'd lone and lost, as if 

God had forgotten all below, 
Nor e'er again would deig^ to bring 
The cattle, and the creeping thing. 
And tender herb, to live upon 
A world so desolate and lone ; 
And lonelier still, that still the light 
Of heaven, so cloudless and so bright, 
Lay wasting o'er the awful scene 
Where life had breathed, and man had been. 
Not less all glorious in its ray 

Than when the beams of heaven sublime 
Forth of their chamber of the day 

Shone o'er the birth of infant time-* 
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That o£Pspring of eternity^ 

That grew a sinful race to nurse. 
That took delight so vile to he, 

As thus to urge from heaven the curse 
Which made creation's lovely plan 
The sun-lit sepulchre of man. 

The raven still went to and fro, 
Till all the waters ceased to flow. 
But brought no tidings that could tell 
How rose the waves, or how they fell. 
Beyond what carrion shreds might speak, 
Which, crusted, clung around his beak ; 
And hence, shall mortals still infer 
The worth of such a messenger. 
Not so the bird of gentle form. 

That travels with unwearied wing^ 
If through the calm, or through the storm, 

It far or near may tidings bring 
To aid the friend, or lover's plan, 
And comfprt still the heart of num, 
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Who holds it sacred ifi his thought 
From wonders through its image wrought, 
When Jordan's crowded banks grew bright. 

And the Holy Spirit from above 
Was seen descending with the light, 

In the likeness of a dove, 
And heard was from the high abode 

The voice that all with wonder seized, 
In sanction of tbe Son of God, 

In whom the Father well was pleased. 

The sun went down the sky of day, 

And dim this lone creation lay 

In its awful solitude of rest, 

With the wasting dead upon its breast. 

There rose no whispers in that hour 

From the mountain dell, or the inland bower. 

Such as were wont, in the ages gone. 

When the peace of twilight hours came on,— 

When earth seem'd stirring with inward strife. 

And leaf and flower had a secret life, 
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And voices that day may never bring 

Their eery dread o'er the spirit fling ; — 

No echo awoke in the dell beneath 

From the voice of the shepherd on the heath ; 

From gentle spirits lingering nigh, 

No hymn came floating o'er the sky ; 

Nor tent nor tower might now be found, 

In all the swampy wastes around : 

The flags that flapp'd o'er the turrets grey, 

Like cloud-borne meteors had pass'd away ; 

And the home and the hall alike were gone. 

Where the lamps of the reveller hung, — 
Where the trophies and arms of the mighty shone, 
And quiver d, as loudly the dance went on, 

Like gleams from the thunder flung, — 
And the dying day wove its shadows wan, 
O'er the damp, cold couch of departed man. 

Yet, through the hues of evening-tide, 
As guided by the twilight star, 
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From anxious wand'rings, wild and wide. 
By lonely steep and vale afar, 

The dove, that went with early mom, 
Retum'd, and bright in beauty sat 

With the olive-leaf, pluck'd off and borne 
To the home of man on Ararat — 

That pledge of peace, which first presaged 

That the weary waters were assuaged. 

And brought the tears afresh which flow'd 

In guileless gratitude to God. 

How bless'd, sweet Liberty, art thou^ 

Above all boons below the sky, 
Who hast a power that warns us how 

The soul of man can never die I 
Companion of eternal hope, 

In thee the mind its home shall have 
When time shall its possessions drop. 
And eternity shall dawn to ope 

The gateway of the grave ! 
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Sweet Liberty ! is it not thou 

That givest glory to the ray 
Which sleeps upon yon mountain's brow, 

And the fountains by the lonely way, 
Where down the green and dewy dell. 
The lowly floweret loves to dwell ; 
Or, like a star before the eye, 
Stirr'd by the wandering winds, on high 
The wild-rose waves upon the bough. 

Above the waters of the strand, 
Which, flowing, sing of freedom through 

The valleys of our land ? 
Sweet Liberty I it is thy light 

Which shows us forth the native hue 
Of all that may be dark, or bright. 

Or wavering, false, or true, — 
That shows us how the human will 
May follow, or may favour still 
The good or evil that may dawn 
Around the free-bom soul of man, 
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Displaying faithfully at last 

The inward spirit's native cast : 

And so it was upon the day 

When winds and waves had pass'd away. 

And by kind Heaven's supreme command, 

The Ark gave forth its living fraught, 
And thou didst take them by the hand, 

And make them free on Ararat. 
Then Japheth, who might never share 
Delight in aught where man had care. 
As if forlorn and sad of heart, 
With silent footsteps stole apart. 
And in a wild and rugged scene. 
Two lofty rising rocks between, 
Sat, lost in meditations deep. 
As if his soul had sunk asleep 
Within that lonely mortal frame 
Where nought of stir or feeling came : 
While Ham, like lightning, sped away 
Down o'er the rocks and ruins grey. 
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To where a gulf immensely yawn'd, 
O'erhung with cliffs, suhlime and grand 
As hoary clouds at eve which rise 
High towering on the wintry skies ; 
And there, where wild the torrent roU'd, 
Prone o'er its precipices bold, 
Down to the pit of its recoil, 
In smoke, and unallay'd turmoil, 
His soul a fearful joy could reap 
To toss the fragments from the steep, 
Pursue their bound, then pause, and mark 
Their dashing^ down the dungeon dark, 
And list the moaning caves around. 
Fling back the long repeated sound ; 
While tottering on the scene sublime. 
Between eternity and time. 
One faithless step had headlong hurVd 
This lone disturber of the world 
Down to an everlasting home. 
Among the rocks and rolling foam. 
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Far other feelings charm'd the mind 
Of Shem, 80 generous and so kind, 
As, seated on a lofty peak 
Of Ararat, so bare and bleak. 
With her who to his heart was dear. 
He listen'd still her words to hear, 
So simple, yet so deeply fraught 
With all the beauties of her thought, 
As fondly as when first they threw 

O'er his warm soul their winning spell. 
When wandering where the lilies grew 

Around her in her native dell ; 
And still, as she would heave the sigh, 
In memory of the days gone by, 
Or, with a fancy bold and free, 
Pourtray the times that yet might be. 
He secretly a charm would own 
Beyond what e'er his soul had known. 
And glanced, and gazed, and heard her speak 

The spell-fraught words so wonder'd at, 
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And bless'd alike ber soul so meek, 
And the lock which wander*d o'er her cheek 
lf\lien the breezes blew on Ararat. 

Lone by a rock, sublime and grey, 

In death a lordly lion lay ; 

And on that bosom, once so wild, 

Lay cradled cold a little child, 

Which though all wan and wasting now, 

Yet o*er whose neck, and o*er whose brow, 

The watVy ringlets lay in rest. 

And these were on the lion's breast : — 

'Twas nought, perchance, — ^but Noah's wife. 

In wand'ring, mark'd the scene apart, 
Which woke a wild unwonted strife 

Amid the feelings of her heart ; 
For there are hearts which oft will feel. 
From scenes which words in vain reveal. 
To make them seem of aught possess'd. 
To render mortals sad or bless'd ; — 
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Twas nought — ^yet there may he an hour 

When thought will dawn with awful power. 

And memory other scenes supply 

Through those which dwell hefore the eye. 

To wake the feelings in the soul 

That it may care not to control ; 

And thus, perchance, when none was near, 

Her eye, unseen, might drop the tear 

Which man may yet forhear to hlame^ 

Though it no sister drop should claim ; 

For it, mayhap, her heart came o'er 

Who deeply felt, yet ne'er hefore 

Had let such wanderer thus he hrought, 

But harr'd them still through deed or thought, 

Where'er the scenes of pain or grief 

Might woo her aid to yield relief; 

And it may not forgotten lie 

When streams are staid, and seas are dry. 

And immortality hath given 

The lowly to the light of heaven. 

7 
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The wife of Ham, so sad and lorn, 
From secret woes she long had home, 
Still joyless linger'd hy the Ark, 
With aiudoiis eye and mind to marie 
The living things from their ahode 
Convey them o'er the earth abroad ; 
And deeply seem'd to grieve, that they 
So anxiously would pass away, 
And leave the heart of her alone 
That still for them sisch care could own. 
But Japheth*s wife, so brisk of mood. 
Amid the mountain's solitude. 
With airy form and footst^ light. 
Pursued afar the raven's flight. 
That she might gain a jewel gay. 
Which, snatdliing, he had borne away ; 
Yet still as she^ in hope, would gain 
His resting place, and search'd in vain, 
Returning, he would near her perch, 
And boldly aid that eager search ; 

.■.■■■. M 
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And gledge and downward cast liis eye. 

And tear the mud and moss aroand. 
If, haply, he might her outvie 

In finding what could not he found : 
Then speeding on to Noah, where 
He came, an altar to prepare 

To God upon the lofty hill. 
She told the holy man her care : 

With serious look, yet smiling still. 
And pouring forth full many a word 
In deep dispraises of the hird, 
Averring that the Evil One 
Had evermore his worth undonoi 
If yet in sooth he might not he 
That very fiend of infamy : 
Then ask'd she many a question strange, 
How Noah might approve the change, 
That thus, from wanderings wide and waste. 
Their home had on the mountains placed, 
Till even her words had almost brought 
A shade of madness o'er his thought, 
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Who now so deeply long'd to shun 
All idle things below the sun, 

And rear, as meet, in solemn mood, 
An altar to the Holy One, 

Amid the world's wide solitude. 

And thus on Ararat so grey 
Would native inclination sway ^ 

The lone inhabitants of earth, 
Even in that bright, auspicious day, 

When gentle freedom brought them forth 
From deep confinement of the home 
That bore them through the waves of foam, 
That long so wild and uncontroird 
High o*er the world of Death had roll'd : 
But Noah, fearful all of guilt. 

And righteous still in deed and thought, 
An altar to Jehovah built. 

And there a gift, all grateful, brought, 
Off*ring, by sacred feelings moved, 
The sacrifice which Heaven approved. 



268 60N0S OF THE ARK. 

And won the promise from the sky, 

That waters never more henceforth 
Should come, and mortal man destroy 

From o£P the huce of all the earth ; 
For man was eyil from his birth. 

And all his thoughts continually 
Departed from the laws of worth : 

And thus Jehovah, even He 
Abroad no more would judgments bring 
To smite again each living thing ; 
But while the earth might yet remain, 

And stars amidst the heavens bum, 
Seedtime and harvest, sun and rain. 
And cold and heat, to man again 

Should cease not to return : 
And of this covenant was wove 
A token in the sky above ; 
The bow, all beauteous and sublime, 

Its visits to the world began— 
A pledge of peace, a mark of crime, 
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To tell through all the years of time. 

The safety and the sin of man. 
Then on the altar's sacred ground, 
With all his children gathered round. 
The patriarch, impressed so deep 

With sense of good which God had given, 
Like one that holiest watch would keep. 

Sublimely tum'd his eye to heaven, 
And, Ararat's grey peaks among. 
Thus breathed his sentiments in song : 
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The strife is o'er, and the storm is past. 
And our sojoumeying is done, 

On the awful waters weltering o'er 
The world below the sun. 

The dead lie scatter'd lone and far. 
O'er all the earth abroad ; 
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And well may those that live, sing out 
Their gratitude to God [ 

For the step of man is on the eartK 

As once it wont to be. 
The breeze again is on the land. 

And the wave within the sea; 
And the token of the covenant 

Beams glorious in the sun. 
While we lift our souls to worship Thee, 

Thou High and Holy One ! 

Ohy who is he that dare be boH 

His wisdom forth to send, 
To trace the secrets of Thy ways. 

And mark their awful end ? 
Who tell the tidings of Thy will, 

Since first the world began 
To spread its robe of verdure forth 

Beneath the foot of man ? 
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We've seea Thy judgments deepen o'ei: 

The nations of the earth, 
And overwhehn the sons of men 

Who mock'd amid their mirth; 
And we have felt Thy saving power 

'Mid the worldls unhounded sea,-— 
But Thou art mantled in Thy light, 

And eye hath seen not Thee. 

For Thy throne is in the heavens, beyond 

Where the eye of man may stray — 
Beyond the pathway of the moon. 

And the chambers of the day ; 
And the thought of man can climb not up 

A resting place to find. 
In the presence of the Holy One 

Of the uncreated mind. «'J 

It cannot travel undecay'd 
O'er the ages that were far 
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Beyond the fountaiii-kead of time» 
And the birth of moon and star, 

And dwell witkm the courts of Him 
Whose days were ne'er begun, 

Nor waxes older witli the years 
Of the~ages that shall run. 

Thy footstool is the awful source 

Of the influence sublime, 
Which wakes the power that tafavels o'er 

Eternity and time ; 
And Thy path is on the dements 

That lay by Thee controU'd, 
Till the absence of creation stirr'd 

With thy goings forth of old. 

And, oh I let not Thy presence now. 
With its glory be withdrawn 

From the breathings of the beating heart, 
And the living soul of i 
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But lead lum in Thy path aright, 

'Mid the shadows of the day, 
That guides him to the night of gloom, 

And the conch of his decay. 

For weary are the ways of sin, 

And its su£Ferings manifold, 
And fearful in the awfol time, 

When the tale of man is told ; 
And only he that will ohey 

Has peace below the sun. 
In keeping all the precepts pure 

Of the High and Holy One. 

They guide him in the counsels where 

His comfort cannot fail. 
Where hi^ soul shall have its joy at last, 

And his prayer shall aye prevail ; 
For sanctioning the secret law 

That dwells within the mind, 
m2 
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His heart aye fitted to receive, 
Shall seek, and aye shall find. 

But the yearnings of the heart astray 

No g^ft of good may win, 
Since the step is not where it should he, 

And the soul is in its sin ; 
And Thy decrees have fix'd from first 

The good that man should claim, 
And they will change not to his hurt, 

But his heart must change to them* 

And if the good may be withheld, 

It is a warning still. 
How our step beyond has pasfi'd the bounds 

Of the wisdom of Thy will ; 
And deep must be the inward search 

Our errors dark to know. 
That bids our hearts their peace forsake, 

And Thy hand its gifts forego. 
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Yet long,, long is Thy sufFering all 

Ere mercys hour be past, 
And min left to revel o'er 

The soul of sin at last : 
Oh, teach us then Thy good to know. 

And the curse of sin to see. 
And teach us how to lift our souls. 

Thou Holy One, to Thee I 
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THE FINDING OP MOSES. 

The blast came not from Araby with the Kamsin 

on its wing, 
Nor the darkness from the northern wave, that the 

cool breeze wont to bring ; 
For the sun shone in a cloudless sky, and his beams 

beat on the strand, ' 

When the royal maiden train came forth with the 

Princess of the land. ^ 

The palm is stately 'mong the trees that have their 

branches spread 
Above the desert tombs, that form the cities of the' 

dead; 
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And 80 seem'd she the maids among that came in 

virgin pride, 
Toguardher in her loveliness down to the river*s tide. 

The locks lay dark her neck aronnd, as the raven 

wing of nighty 
And her eye shone as its brightest star, when all its 

stars are bright ; 
While, like the Niuad of the stream, in mood and 

air sublime 
She moved, the daughter of the Bang of Egypt's 

sultry clime. 

<< Go bring — ^go bring," with anxious mien the 

lovely Princess cried, 
<< Go haste and bring yon little bark that floats upon 

the tide ; 
It heaving to the changeful ray a thing of life would 

seem. 
Though the breeze be not upon the land, nor the 

wave upon the stream. 
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<< And there are bodings in my heart that speak of 

other things, 
Than e'er this being own*d amid the palaces of kings ; 
A wilder'd wish, an aimless dream, and feeling 

trembling high, 
As when the breast of womui fears, and woman 

knows not why." 

The flower is lovely in the light when early dawn 

comes on, 
To greet its blossom by the spring, amid the desert 

lone; 
And pnre the dew that bathes its hue ere yet the 

warmer day 
Has come, with bright and burning lip to kiss the 

drops away. 

But lovelier was the babe that there the rush-wov^ 

cradle kept, — 
And purer still the tender tear he wqpt — ^for, lo I he 

wept ; — • 
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And ne'er seem'd light of day or night so beauteous 
and so bland, 

As the radiance beaming round him from the Prin- 
cess of the ]and. 

Oh, womui may forget the words that the lips of 

princes speak, — 
Her heart resist the haughty air, and yet her heart 

be meek ; 
The proud may fall, and silent all in death forgotten 

lie, 
And bring no trouble to her soul — ^no tear-drop to 

her eye. 

But let the voice of gentle woe, or sorrow's wilder wail. 
Or the weary plaint of helplessness,, her passing ear 

assail; 
And the heart that beats in woman's breast, as if 

that heart could hear, 
4Shall teach her how to soothe the sigh, and how to 

wipe the tear. 
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<< Oh, there are breasts," the Princess said, « that 

never knew the glow, 
That the yearning power of woman's life can teach 

her breast to know ; 
Else time had own'd no dark decree to bid the 

infant weep. 
And have no home but on the wave — ^no death but 

in the deep* 

*^ There is — there is no mother here to daim thee 

for her son, — 
But the soul of woman yearns o'er thee, thou loved 

and little one ! 
And I will save thee from the wave, whatever laws 

combine ' 

To thwart the higher power of fate, that thus has 

made thee mine. 

<« Like yellow of the runbow's hem, in doudlet of 

the sky, 
Appear these lovely locks of hair, that o'er thy 

temples lie ; 
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And thou slialt be no stranger here, though of a 

stranger bom, 
And darkly cast upon the chuice of life's unfriendly 

mom. 

<< For I will skill thee in the lore of the wisest of 
the land, 

To read the wonders of the times, and wield the war- 
like brand ; 

And thou shalt prove a gallant prince, and more our 
guardian be. 

Than all that Egypt e'er shall won from Pharaoh's 
dark decree. 

<< And now I think me of a dream that o'er my spi- 
rit fell : 

I found a child beside the tombs where the holy 
sages dwell, 

Who grew, and with a heart of power, undaunted 
in its cast. 

Could brave alike the fierce Simoom, and the Kam- 
sin's hollow blast. 
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" And when dark Ethiopia's bands along our bor- 
ders came, 

He led the mighty men of war the fiery hordes to 
tame; 

His arm was bold, and onward roll*d the hosts that 
rode behind, 

While the foemen fled like locusts blown before the 
desert wind."* 

So spoke the daughter of the king, as she hung her 

o'er the child, 
And wiped the tear-drops from his cheek, and 

soothed his weeping wild ; . 



* This dream of Pharaoh's daughter, whose name was Ther- 
mutis, likely enoagh gave rise to the story of the successful 
expedition which Moses, at the head of the Egyptian forces, is 
said to haye made against the Ethiopians, who, about or ulte- 
rior to this time, emigrated from Arabia to Abyssinia, south- 
ward of Egypt. Moses was bom a.m. 2433. 
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Bat dreamt not of what migbtier deeds should yet 

hj him be done, 
When Abram's God should guide the heart of her 

adopted son. 

She ween'd not that his feeble hand should yet arrest 

the flood. 
Or blight the blossom of the land, or make its 

waters blood ; 
Subdue the wisdom of the wise, and sway the awful 

rod, 
That o*er the head of Egypt's King display'd the 

power of Crod ! 
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APATHY. 

There is a death ere yet we die-— . 

A cold life — colder than the grave ; 
The soul is waste, the heart, is dry. 

With nought to give, and nought to crave-^' 

And none t^o seek, and none to save — 
A desolation dark and deep ; 

And thought the worm and man its cave. 
Where petrified the senses sleep. 
To hear wild wailing^ from the steep 

Of mystic voices, and the storm 
Howl round our home with hollow sweep, 

Yet feel no stir amid our form ; 
And when the hearth is bright and warm, 

To love no smile, no song, no sigh, 
And share from goblin tales no charm-^- 

This is to die — ^this is to die i 
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To find tlie meteor yisions fled, 

That new-bom bright ambition brought. 
And all the flowers of feeling dead, 

Which garlanded the soul of thought ; 

And 'mid the ruin time hath wrought. 
To gather nought that e*er restores 

Stir to the lonely heart for aught 
That man despises or adores ; 
Then to be told the river roars. 

And rolls its flooded waters on, 
Sweeping the fabrics from its shores 

To ride its cascades ; others gone 

To visit and enjoy the tone 
Of its great strength — and thou not nigh, 

Nor wish to be, but brood alone— 
This is to die — tlus is to die I 

To have no nest we aim to reach 
On difls above tho desert piled ; 

Nor bird from thence to tame and teaeh, 
From waywardness of nature wild^— 
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To roam not, fervently beguiled 
With all an angler's morning hopes, 

Far where the stream is rippling mild, 
Or where with cliff and cave it copes, — • 
To know that on the mountain tops 

The spring is smiling fair and free, 
Her ringlets beaded with the drops 

Of dew, her bosom carelessly 

Veil'd in white clouds, — to have no tree 
Nor flower to cherish then, but lie 

Regardless of all things that be — 
This is to die — this is to die I 

To quit the harp we loved, and strung 

Erst on the moorland's lone domain, 
And home-spun plaid that round us hung, 

And flock that listened to our strain, 

Woke 'mid the everlasting reign 
Of solitude, where hopeful dreams 

Studded the heart, and made the brain 
Bright with their stars, — to leave the streams. 
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And mist-enshrouded rocks, where swims 

The erne round heaven's eyehrow, and flowers, 
Among the heath-tufts, woo bright beams 

To their young bosoms, through the showers 

That seem angelic tears in hours 
When rainbows glorify the sky, 

And find that these no more are ours— 
This is to die — this is to die ! 

To have no aim amid the crowd — 
No share with those that bustle past, 

As if they deem'd that time were proud 
To have such business done while last 
They and their e£Ports — ^various — vast, — 

To be 'mong loreless mortals set, 
With none who ever knew thy cast, 

Or, knowing, may it all forget, — 

To know that cheerful minds are met 
Where thou wert warmly ask'd to meet. 

Yet go not, and have no regret. 
Though there be sung, in pipings sweet, 
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Thy favourite 8ong> and fond hearts beat 
And bask in beams of beauty's eye, — 

To have no fair one thou wouldst greet — 
This is to die — ^this is to die I 

And then amid the night to dream 

Of breathless worlds and changeless clouds, 

And buried men that still would seem 
Alive among the worms and shrouds, 
And moaning in their hopeless moods,— 

To dream that those once loved the most 
Are roaming 'mong unsettled crowds 

Of wailing spirits, lorn and lost, — 

To dream Destruction's step hath crossed 
This lone creation — that the rain 

Is changed to blood, and wildly toss'd 
Athwart the ether, and again 
Grim phantoms greet thy startled brain, 

While vainly thou essay'st to fly. 
Twined in entanglements of pain— 

This is to die — this is to die ! 
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Ay, this is life, and life is change. 

And change is death — ^the sum of all I 
However mortals may arrange 

Their homes and hearts, can they recall 

Youth's rough unconsecrated squall, 
Or ward that crisis age shall hring ? 

The whole's a deathbed, large or snudl ! 
If some may have a merry spring 
And summer, these are on the wing 

And passing, share them as they list, — 
If man to aught 'neath heaven ding. 

It is not what can make him bless'd ; 

And so are found even here at best, 
Love, hope, all feeling — all a lie 

To breathe — ^to reason — ^to exist — 
This is to die — this is to die I 
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THE SEA-GREY MAN. 

The raven sought the lofty trees 

That stand npon the steep, 
Where the shadows of the night came down, 

And the winds were roaring deep, 
And the torrent's flooded waterfalls 

Were rolling white in foam, 
When to our cottage in the glen 

The sea-grey man came home. 

One could have ween'd the sta£P he bore 

Within his withered hand, 
A fragment of the friendly oar 

Which hove him back to land ; 
His eye bespoke that deep-set thought 

Which time no longer cheers ; 
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And round his haffets floated hoar 
The locks of sixty years. 

The rains had drench'd his tattered robes. 
And wash'd his cheek so grey, 

But the elements had given a hue 
They could not take away ; 

For even in death itself, methought 
, That hue would still abide, 

And tell how long and late heM been 
A pilgrim of the tide. 

He told of many perils past, 

Since first his time-tried form 
Had weather'd, on the ocean's breast, 

The wild wave and the storm ; 
And how he'd struggled lives to save. 

And could but save his own, 
When, 'mid die heaven-high seas that rose, 

The dying men went down. 
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He'd been in lands where Christian man 

Had never been before, 
A weary shipwreck'd wanderer 

Amid the eternal roar 
Of waters, that from out the shores 

Were cross the desert flung, 
Where the grass and gay flower never grew, 

And the green leaf never hung. 

His home was there the sky of gloom, 

His bed the soil so damp, 
His food the bitter roots he dug, 

His drink the slimy swamp ; 
And long, long were the days and nights 

Of hopelessness and pain. 
Ere the bark arrived which bore him back 

To Ocean's breast again. 

Yet then his eye would brighten up, 
As still he told the tale. 
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How gloriously they bounded on 

Before the tideward gale, 
When the doud on heaven's blue breast above. 

Though travelling with the wind, 
Seem'd a thing asleep on the trackless deep. 

Which they had left behind. 

For, dashing through divided waves, 

They proudly spurned control, 
And the majesty of motion reign'd 

Around each seaman's soul ; 
And hearts were merry as the breeze, 

And all their hopes as free 
And boundless as the space spread o'er 

The everlasting sea* 

Yet then more low his voice would grow, 

And dark would be his frown, 
As telling of the awful calms 

That o'er the deep came down. 



THE SEA-GREY MAX. 297 

Even like unconscious death, to chain 

Amid its shoreless clime, 
With fetters of immortal power, 

The weary things of time. 

For days, he said, that have no hreeze. 

And nights no stars that shine, 
Thus lord their dread dominion o*er 

The travellers of the hrine, 
And hold them till dark hearts to hearts 

Unholy answers give. 
In muttered curses how that they 

Would rather die than live. 

It was as if eternity 

And all its space had been 
Condensed to darkness, and heaped o'er 

Their hark amid the scene ; 
And hearts, from mortal apathy. 

No more could beat or breathe 
n2 
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Than they had been a thonsand^ea^es 
The waveless sea beneath. 

Yet madden'd prayers were sent aloft, 

That storms would rather rise, 
Though they lash'd the waves o'er every land, 

And their hark agiunst the «kies, 
If but the wild and wayward strife 

Would free their hearts onoe more 
From suflPering thus a dreader death 

Than e'er had been before. 

So spoke the wight, or high or low 

His ready accents ran, 
And still we gazed, and wonder'd at 

The wave- worn sea-grey man ; 
But when he changed from ocean tales. 

And told of scenes ashore. 
His own heart melted with the words, 

And ours seem'd melted more. 
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He spoke of days of lightsome glee, 

When, in the hawthorn glen> 
He shared his father's home afar 

From homes of other men, — 
When heaven's own joy seem'd in his heart, 

Nor care nor coldness came. 
To cast its darkening shadow o'er 

The radiance of its flame* 

Life's visions shone around his soul, 

As when the rainbow strews 
Its glory o'er the garlands of 

A thousand lovely hues ; 
Even ills he wish'd to come, that he 

Might have the joy to cope 
With something that was darker than 

His ever living hope. 

He told us how he warmly woo'd 
The fair one of his heart> 
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And they loved as ne'er may others do 

Who only love to part ; 
For time might smile o'er sea and isle, 

And faithful hearts remain, 
But what could e'er bring back the bliss 

Of early days again ? 

They parted, and each shore, since then. 

Where he was doom'd to be, 
Seem'd only still a stepping-stone 

To aid him back to sea ; 
And since his late and last return 

From journeying o'er the wave. 
He'd leam'd the heart that broke for him 

Was mouldering in the grave. 

He knew not if his kindred lived, 
With thoughts for him oppress'd, 

Or if they were where troubles cease, 
And the weary are at rest ; 
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For they had joumey'd far away 

From out their native vale, 
And none of living lips there were 

Could farther tell their tale. 

He'd sought in hope his father's home» 

That erst so sweetly smiled. 
But found it mouldering to decay 

Amid the lonely wild : 
The cold, cold damp was on the stone, 

Where bright the fire once glow'd. 
And the mole had dug her path where he 

Had knelt to worship God* 

The streamlet hurried on, and gave 

Dark murmurs to the wind, 
That seem'd to blame the hearts that thus 

Could leave its tide behind ; 
And he, forlorn, where all was lost, 

Might for the days complain, 
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Which Eternity itself had not 
The power to send again. 

The sea-grey man, when morning came^ 

Unknown had pass'd away, 
For he had said, than early mom 

He longer might not stay ; 
And all our pleadings had proved vain, 

Oar search proved vainer still. 
For we ne'er could learn the path he took 

By greenwood, glen, or hill. 

Those travellers to our home have eome, 

That tell all tidings can. 
But none could ever tell us of 

The lonely sea-grey man ; 
And fears have heen that he, for all 

The perils that were past, 
Might die amid his native land, 

A friendless man at last. 
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For the ypungest of our brethren five, 

One eve, amid his sleep, 
Had a vision of the raven's nest 

That's built upon the steep, 
And of the sea-grey man, in death, 

Whose locks of hoary hair 
The carrion bird's unhallow'd beak 

Had brought and bedded there. 

We sought the moorland far away. 

But found not by its stream 
His form, as fancy's light had taught 

Amid the troubled dream. 
Though there were bones of brighter white, 

And grass of greener hue. 
Than round the bones of aught but man 

On uplands ever grew. 

Oh, there are hearts that seek below 
The peace they ne'er shall find, 
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Through toils that leave, when all is o'er. 

No living trace behind ; 
But mom shall dawn, and the sea-grey man 

Shall not forgotten lie, 
When the ocean and the earth give up 

The treasures of the sky. 
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JACOB'S LAMENT. 

And all his sons, and all his daughters rose up to comfort 
him ; but he refused to be comforted. — Gen, xxxyii. 35. 

Ah I woe to the day ! — his existence is run, 
For, lo I it indeed is the coat of my son ; 
And its colours, so many, are all become dim, 
Save that hue redder grown with the life-blood of 
him. 

And where are the visions that came o'er his soul. 
In the day when they told of his powerful control ; 
When the stars of his God condescended to show, 
That his father and brethren before him should bow ? 

Alas ! by wild beasts of the wilderness torn, 
The son of ray age never more can return ; 
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The hope of my soul in his absence decays, 

And monming falls deep with the close of my days ! 

Let sackcloth and ashes be over me spread, 
And control not the wail that awakes for the dead ; 
Forbear— oh I forbear in essaying to give 
Relief to the woe which forbids me to live. 

Can mortals the dead to the living restore — 
Can ye add to my being one breathing the more ? 
The glory's departed — and friends tnay convene. 
But what shall e'er bring me the days that have been ! 

These hairs of my head, into hoariness grown, 
With grief to the grave of my son shall go doiKn ; 
And the last falling drop of this dim eye shall be, 
A tear for the child that it never shall see ! 
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LINES 

WRITTEN AT THE GRAVE OF A FRIEND. 

Still, still it is a lonely woe, 

And darkly to the spirit wed, 
Tliat seeks and but relief can know. 

From brooding o'er the silent dead : 
Those who have been, with hopes and fears. 
The guardians of our early years ; 
Who taught, and loved in us to see, 
Such actions as approved should be 
Of Heaven, — ^those who have left us here. 
To hope, and weep, and feel, and fear, 
And suffer in our hearts the woe. 
Which theirs again can never know I— - 
Then peace to thee I for thou wert good. 
Lone inmate of this solitude, 
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Where morning's voice, and evening's hum. 
And nature's light, can never come. 
Yes I lonely inmate, peace to thee I 
For thou wert generous, warm, and free. 
While yet thy hand could welcome give, 
And heart acknowledge those that live ; 
In nature's mould superior cast, 
And loved and honour'd to the last. 

There lives a sympathy apart 

From that which language may define, 

And wakens o*er thb trembling heart. 
The strife which cannot come to thine. 

And it is well I — ^though power were given, 

I would not call thy soul from heaven. 

Nor wake thy heart again to feel. 

The ills which time must still reveal. 

I would not tell thy worth to those. 

O'er whom no worth its halo throws — 

Whose hearts no power 'neath heaven may make 

Their aims exalt, or them forsake ; 



LINES WRITTEN AT THE GRAVE OP A FRIEND. 809 

And feel, as loftier spirits must, 
Even o'er thy cold and careless dast, 
Wetting the flow'ret with a tear, 
More to the heart than others dear, 
Because it hlooms above the clay. 
That shall not sleep in death for aye ;— » 
Because it decks with hue divine. 
The grave — ^because the grave is thine ! 

Shalt thou not unforgotten be — 
Or are there garlands for thy brow 

Nursed far 'mid that eternity 

Which floats around thy spirit now ?— • 

Full many circling years have run, 

Since was thy dreamless sleep begun — 

Since first the slumber of this heart 

Was broken by the sudden start, 

Which rose at the returning thought 

By brighter recollection brought. 

And told, with but too deep a pain. 

That here thou couldst not live again. — 
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For I had traced the wilds with thee, 
And lingered long by rock and tree. 
And loved among thy locks so grey, 
To see the breeze of Ettrick play ; 
Had loved, while yet this heart was young. 
To hear the accents of thy tongue 
Declare what other times had been, 
And tell the changes thou hadst seen, 
Eire yet I knew that care and woe 
Wove all the web of life below. 

Where art thou now? And where are they 

Who long'd and loved, and sought to save ? 
They live — or they have pass'd away— 

And I am one upon thy grave : 
And in the shroud and shadows cold, 
Which thus are round thy relics roU'd, 
The still, deep solitude of death. 
Which owns not thine nor nature's breath, 
Thou canst not know who thus has come** 
Thy ear is deaf—thy lip is dumb—- 
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Unknown to thee the drop that falls, 

And memory that thy worth recalls. 

Which lives like hreeze-bome fragrance shed 

Around us, though the flower be fled. 

Yet thus in death the virtuous sleep. 

The living but have cause to weep— - 

Weep for themselves, who darkly still 

Must live amid this life of ill, 

And brook, in passion, pain, and thought, 

The changes that by time are wrought. 

For thee, then, need awake no wail ; 

And if of selfihe accents flow, 
It but may be to tell a tale 

Which few perchance may care to know. 
But wert thou as thou wont to be, 
Ere yet the turf was spread o'er thee. 
My words, if breathed in peace or pain. 
Had come not to thine ear in vain : 
But thou art fled ; and what is all 
That to this lonely heart may fall? 
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My father loved thee — ^he who now 

Is slumb nng still and cold as thou* 

And after many years are o*er, 

And youthful frolic s mine no more— « 

When lore— ay, lore full fondly sought, 

'Mid pain, and solitude, and thought, 

And deep depression, such as might 

Oft share from time no living light — 

Is mine at last, and with it, when 

I might to thee have woke a strain, 

Such as my skill could ne'er essay, 

Ebrewhile I left the mountains g^ey — 

I come — and only come to find 

A gloom that leaves no ray behind : 

I come, but those are ever lost. 

Even whom I loved and honour'd most ;— 

I come, ay, but to wake my lay 

Above the turf that wraps thy clay I 

Thus it has been I and, to Its dose, 
Life can but little light impart, 

7 
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Sare that by wliidi we read oi 

Wrote OB llie pages of the lieait ! 
How wild, how varied, and how Taia, 
Is an in Reetdlection's train. 
While galiia-'d fiom the shadows vast 
Which diroad the scenery of the past! 
She on association's wii^is 
Fun &Bt and fiu-, and fmidly brings 
The dreams of pleasmes midestro j'd. 
But nerer more to be enjoj'd. 
The birds are blithe as they ha^e been ; 
Green are the woods — the vales are green; 
The flowerets by the bower and lea, 
Are lovely as they wont to be ; 
And, far o'ot lonely glen and hil]. 
The flocks I fed are feeding still;] 
Bat, even now, this heart of mine 
Woold seem as desolate as thine. 

Where are the new-born dreamis of love, 
And where the charms so wildly gay. 
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That fancy round our idol wove 

In bright indefinite array ? 
Are they not shaded in the gloom 
That hides her in the silent tomb ? 
Where are the treasures that were brought 
To store the home of minstrel thought — 
The visions of enchanted light 
That chased the slumbers of the night, 
Ot over these in silence stole, 
To shed their splendours round the soul ?^ 
And where the hope and frenzied glow, 
That young ambition's fire could throw 
Around our life, which, while it shone, 
Seem'd maddening reason on her throne. 
And bade her long, and rise, and claim 
Even then a wreath of living fame — 
Then woke the harp along the wild, 
Whose numbers still the heart beguiled 
Rendering alike the soul and form 
Unconscious of the calm and storm. 
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And all the cares of humankind, 
'Mid pleasure deep and undefined ? 

I can remember, when my song 

First on the breezes of the day- 
Was known to wake the wilds among, 

Thy lips of wisdom wont to say, 
That he who strove from humble fate, 
To rank him with the gay or great, 
Might haply meet, on paths to fame. 
The world's applause, less than its blame. 
So let it be — ^the best of life 
Bri^jgs something still of pain and strife. 
And bids the spirit turn away 
To joys that cannot know decay. 
And it is well — ^here o*er thy grave. 
Nought of the world I own or crave. 
Nor for its censures feel or fear— « 
My thoughts are even inunortal here ; 
And if I shrink above the sod, 
It but can be before my Grod, 
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Since he alone can justly scan 

The frailties of the race of man : 

Mine have been many, and may be, 

Ere death the spirit render free ; 

And yet no sentiment IVe said. 

Beneath creation's light or shade, 

In peace or pain, to friend or foe, 

But if it will, the world may know, 

And name what act this hand hath known, 

That man shall see me blush to own. 

Or for of which to be forgiven, 

I dare not turn and trust to Heaven ; 

And though the charm of minstrel thought, 

The world still renders dearly bought, 

Yet it may live^ and pleasure bring, 

When joy from time hath ceased to spring, — 

May live even when created clay 

With Heaven's own breath shall melt avray — 

When bliss shall to this soul of mine. 

Be gather'd as it is to thine. 
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Then though thig record meet no eye 

Of all that dwell below the sun. 
May it not live beyond the sky, 

Even when the race of time is run ? 
Shall these — the thoughts that dare to climb 
With awe, and yet with hope sublime, 
The past eternity afar, 
Beyond the birth of moon and star — 
Shall these— when that which gave them birth, 
Mounts o*er this fragile shred of earth, 
In wild and wayward flight, to be 
The inmate of immensity — 
Shrink back — as now — to mix again 
With things of sorrow, care, and pain ? 
— Departed joys are present woes. 
Borne to the bosom whence they rose 
By memory's power, which still can all 
Save their reality recall, 
That dark creator of the bane 
Which melts their shadows into pain-— 



318 LINES WRITTEN AT THE GRAVE OF A FRIEND. 

Yet it may be, that loftier bliss 
Awaits the weary soul for this, — 
May be, that only sorrows past 
Can tell us that we're bless'd at last, 
When man, and memory, and mind. 
Shall mark them — not their influence find — 
From home of peace in other clime 
Than that which bears the step of time. 

Her fingers dripping with the dew 
Shed from the shadowy locks of eve. 

The Night begins in silence now 
Her mantle o*er the wilds to weave : 

And with the echoes of the vale, 

Far traveU'd on the fitful gale, 

The accents of my changeful lay, 

Thus o*er thy dust must die away. 

What though they cannot wreathe thy name 

In garlands of unfading fame. 

Nor charm the melancholy clay 

That forms thy couch of cold decay; 
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Nor yet " the ashes of the um" 

Approval of my notes return, 

Yielding to this lone heart of mine, 

That which had charm'd it most from thine — 

Yet shall thy worth and memory live, 

With those who well a tear may give 

To wet thy grave-turf, and each scene 

Where thou in other times hast been. — 

Away — away I the heart will cling 

To that which joy can never bring; 

Yet if the earth be full of grief. 

The scene of tears yields best relief. 

And often thus Fll come, and claim 

The boon that wilder woes can tame ; 

Through years — even till this form and heart 

Be deeply peaceful as thou art. 

Farewell — and may thy sleep be sweet. 

Till thou and thine again shall meet. 

When immortality shall bring 

Thy faith's fulfilment on its wing. 

And man, beyond death's dark abode> 

Live in the radiance of his God I 
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LAMENT FOR AARON. 

And when all the oongregation 8aw that Aaron was dead, they 
mourned for Aaron thirty days, even all the house of Israel. 
— Numb. XX. 29. 

Our tears on the sand, and our sighs on the wind. 
And wailings far borne to the rock and the plidn, 

We mourn for the friend who has left ns behind, 
Nor returns to the land of the liTing again. 

'Mid the dust of the desert, all humble and low. 
And weary of heart, and unbless'd with a home. 

The voice of our sorrow we may not forego, 
Till all shall have died that are destined to roam. 

The kindness with which he his brethren could love. 
Was more than the kindness they ever shall know. 
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While the sun holds his path in the heavens above. 
And the breezes their course o'er the nations 
below. 

He cherish'd our hearts when he bore the command. 
Nor chode our delay when we fled to the springs, 

In the days of our bondage in Egypt's strange land, 
When rearing the temples and tombs of the kings. 

He faird not the «igh of our sorrows to mark, 
Nor to shed the deep tear for the woe that we felt, 

While thus, 'mid our pilgrimage weary and dark. 
We sigh'd for the land where our forefathers 
dwelt. 

Nor mute were his lips when the weak were dis- 

may'd, 

Or evil was nursed our encampments within ; 

His pleadmg the plagues from our borders convey'd, 

And the wrath which Jehovah awarded for sin. 

o2 
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And when he should go to his rest with the dead. 
How painful the sight in all Israel's eye, 

Bedimm'd with the tear-drops of sorrow it shed, 
As they led him away to the mountain to die. 

His footsteps were feehle, his locks long and grey, 
As they glow'd in the sunheam or waved in the 
wind, 

Yet he seem'd not to sigh for his native decay, 
But for those who were left in^he desert behind. 

The God. of our fathers had told of his fall, 
And great was his spirit, and holy, and just. 

And boldly resigned to the voice of the call 

Which wam'd him away to his home in the dust. 

They took o£F the robes that so long he had worn 
In the station which Heaven ordain'd him to hold ; 

We saw his own son and his brother return. 
And we knew that the heart of the kind had grown 
cold. 
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Then lifted all Israel its voice up, and wept 
Till the grey rocks of Hor sent our wailings again, 

But they could not awaken the ashes that slept, 
In the land of the stranger for aye to remain. 
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MY FATHER'S GRAVE. 

I WENT to the grave where my father was laid, 

Ere yet of my life there had flown 
These nine summers more, with their sunshine and 
shade, 

And woes all too truly my own. 

All smooth was the turf, and all dark in its green. 
For the lamb of the churchyard and ewe 

There over the dead for their living had been, 
And had crept every grass-pile that grew. 

The elm-trees, that long through the autumns gone 
by 

Their foliage had strewn o'er the dead. 
Their leaf-laden boughs bore abroad to the sky. 

And their shadows fell darkly instead. 
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No temple stood there all-hallow'd to God — 
This, too, was of things that had been — 

And there of the living arose no abode. 
So lonely — so wild was the scene. 

Ay, there lay a stillness as deep as the power 
That the mountain from stirring restrains, — 

As may be in eternity after the hour 
That it swallows of time the remains. 

But all was not still when the calm of dismay, 
Which had wound up emotion so high. 

Left the heart that began in its wrapt wildest way. 
With the workings of woe to comply. 

And there was a voice in the depths of my soul, 
As it glanced o'er the days of the past, — 

A voice that it vainly essay'd to control^ 
That broke o'er the silence at last. 
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My father — how lonely — ^how lonely art thou — ' 

How dark is thy dwelling and cold, 
And wasted the heart that was ardent and true 

In each feeling it wont to unfold I 

Many springs have been here with their buds and 
their dew, 

Many summers have pass'd with their bloom, . 
Since thus thou wert laid — yet as painfully true 

Is the woe still that wakes o'er thy tomb. 

And when o'er thy dust shall my tear-drop be dry- 
When shall not this sorrow be mine ? 

This eye must be shrouded and dim as thy eye — 
This bosom as lifeless as thine. 

Oh, who could rejoice in existence so waste. 

Of life who the miseries sum. 
Since joys that we felt to be dearest — ^when past — 

The deepest of sorrows become ? 
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Have I beard not thy lips to thy home of the glen, 
Welcome all with a friendship most free ? 

There, there would assemble the merry of men— -» 
There the stranger woidd cease such to be. 

Hay« I seen not the glow gather warm o'er thy cheek, 
When the song of my hill-harp was sung, 

And the tear of thine eye the fond feeling bespeak, 
That yeam'd o'er thy minstrel so young ? 

And well, in the hour when the friendly are nigh, 
And the airs of our land waken free. 

May the pang of remembrance leave me no joy, 
In the strains that were dearest to thee. 

Thy home is not now the lone cot-roof beneath. 
That rose where the wild willows grew, — 

Thy step is no more on the hill of the heath, 
Thy trace is not seen in the dew: 
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Nor heard is thy Yoice 'mongthe rocks of the bill, 
Commanding thy flocks in the mom ; 

Thy pathway is green by the bank of the rill, 
And thy bower is away from the thorn. 

Some are silent as thou, kindred ashes among, 

That saw thee low laid in the clay ; 
And the thought and the arm of the child haYewax d 
strong, 

Who has ask'd me why thou wert away. 

The fair star of OYon its journey renews. 
The brow of the morning still glows ; 

The day comes as wont with its manifold hues. 
But thou comest not home with its close. 

Ah I how should it be — can the sleep of decay 
Be broke by the calm or the storm ? 

Can the sun, moon, or stars, from the sky shed a ray 
That shall banish the cold of thy form ? 
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Yet well dost thou sleep, if the dead may not dream 
Of the woes that the liTing must feel, 

Nor Heaven develope that mystical scheme, 
Which may all from their spirits conceal. 

Here envy and malice are stalking abroad, 

The wareless and young to betray ; 
And censures that gain not a sanction £rom (}od, 

Pass not from the living away. 

Through years that are o'er I have struggled with 
life, 

And struggle so darkly and vain ; 
Oh I well could I rather than turn to the strife, 

Never part from thy dwelling again. 

All — ^all that are living, but live to decay — 

The dead have no woes to reveal ; 
The cold of their chamber — the worm of the clay — 

Can teach not their ashes to feel. 
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Thy dwelling is dark — ^but thy spirit yet lives, 
Where the faithful from sorrows are free ; 

Andy for aught that this scene of mortality gives, 
'Twere well with my father to be. 

The few deep- wore ties that here bind heart to heart, 

Unbroken not long can remain ; 
And hope still is ours, that the sooner we part, 

The sooner they'll bind us again. 

I reck nought of favour — of fortune and fame — 
These dreams were of life's early mom : 

This turf were a shield from of mankind the blame, 
From their praise, or their pride, or their scorn- 

And so shall it be ere a few summers more 
Thus steal o'er thy couch of decay ; 

Thy locks fell with hues that in youthhood tbey 
wore, 
And mine may not live to be grey. 



C 331 2 



LINES TO A NOTE-BOOK. 

Hear, little book, my simple sang, 
And ye ane book o' life shall be, 

For a* my actions, right and wrang. 
Henceforth wi' care Fll mark in thee ! 

Of fortune's changes, rough or smooth, 
Remembrance shall in thee remain. 

And of the wanderings of my youth, 
Fll in thy pages trace again. 

For when the days are drawing on. 
That I to kindred clay maun gae ; 

When grey hairs wave my hajffets roun', 
And life can naething yield but wae. 
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I'll fald ye in my auld plaid-nook, 
And dander down my native glen, 

Where, seated sad, in thee Fll look. 
The deeds o' other years to ken. 

JVfaybe my tears thy leaves may weet — 

Perchance these words flow frae my tongue- 

Oh I ye again can ne'er be white, 
And I again can ne'er be young I 

Even when low laid aneath the lea, 
And at my head ane mossy stane. 

Some frien' will maybe look in thee, 
And drap a tear for him tbat*s gane I 
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THE CALM. 

As slow the light of day declined, 

I ponder'd by the ocean lone, 
Which lay still as the slumbering mind 

When all its earthly dreams are flown ; 
Yes, it was calm — ^for every gale 
That wont to blow from hill and vale 
Came not, or only came to sigh 

The waters into rest more deep. 
As if Time's wing, in passing by. 

Had faon'd created things asleep- 
Yes, it was calm, as if away 
All spirit had escaped for aye I 

Above me to the distant sky 

The dark grey clouds were closely clung, 
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And, peaceful as the canopy, 

O'er couclies of the lifeless hung ; 
But eastward, far as eye could roam — 
Far where ne'er mortal found a home, 
Bordering along the clouds so grey. 

The heaven retain'd its native hue. 
And round the fair horizon lay 

A belt of bright and beauteous blue. 
Where seem'd the mingling sky and sea. 
The boundary of the world to be. 

And it was all a scene sublime, 

Of deep unconscious repose, 
As might be in the dawn of time, 

Ere elemental motion rose— 
A scene with which the soul could claim 
A sympathy that knows no name :-— 
For every sorrow of the breast. 

Each passion wild or feeling rude 
Was lull'd in harmony of rest — 

Even life itself seem'd solitude^ 
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So Still, that in its lone retreat 
The heart alone was heard to beat ; 
'Twas like the beauty of a dream, 

Soft stealing o'er the eye of life, 
When all is hid except its beam, 

That shows no sign of pain or strife ; 
'Twas like the peace that cannot die 
Amid the mansions of the sky ; 
And music in the shape of thought. 

Embalming seem'd the spirit's prayer, 
That silent blissfulness had taught 

To wake, and ask that man might share 
Such calmness, till there were no pain 
With aught that dies to live again. 

But when departing day no more 

Its radiance to creation gave, 
And darkness, deathlike, deepened o'er 

The bosom of the slumbering wave, 
The evening breezes, strong yet slow. 
Began from upland wilds to blow. 
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And gathering power as on they hore^ 
The spell of peacefnlness was broke, 

And dismal sounds along the shore, 
Mix'd with the sea-fowFs wail, awoke ; 

Nature the dreary changes mpuni'd, 

And sadness to my soul returned. 



THE END. 
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